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28 May 1996 


RE: ONITIED SCENE 


Please note the following scenes from the script dated 5 January 1996 


have been intentionally omitted in the script dated 24 May 1996. 


Scene 
Scene 
Scene 
Scene 
Scene 


43 
44 
143 
144 
145 


EXT City Btreet - Night 

INT Cooper Apartment Stairwell - Night 

INT Police Station - Observation Room ~ Night 
INT Police 6tation - Visiting Room - Night 
INT Police Station - Holding Cell ~ Night 


RE: NEW_ SCENES 


Please note the following scenes are new to the script dated 
24 May 1996. 


Scene 
Scene 
Scene 
Scene 
Scene 
Scene 


200A 
10SA 
146A 
146B 
170A 
194A 


EXT Limbo Room - Night 

INT Dr Sechreber‘s Office / Inner Sanctum — Night 
INT Police Station - Corridor - Night 

INT Police Station - Main Foyer ~ Night 

In A Chamber 

Pipes 


TOTAL P. 


e2 


Dark City 
FADE IN: 
1 A METALLIC HUNAN FACE 


Like a great stone idol -- but sculptured in iron. Suddenly 
it SPLITS down the middle ~- OPENING WIDE to reveal a giant 
CLOCK FACE. Echoic TICKING, becoming louder. 


2 <A GLOVED HAND wraps around a scissor switch, thrusts DOWN. 
3 The second hand on the clock STOPS -- frozen in time. 
CuT TO: 


@ INT. HOTEL BATHROOM - NIGHT 


Shadows dance in the dim light. A hooded light hulb swings 
from the ceiling. 


A pair of sleeping EYES snap open and dart about in 
confusion. 


JOHN MURDOCH sits up -- splashing. He's in a tub of long- 
cold water. He looks around the room. Everything's strange, 
unfamiliar. He steps out of the tub, moves to a cracked wall 
mirror. 


A line of blood runs across his face from a point between his 
eyes. He wipes it away and notices a tiny pin-prick wound on 
his forehead. 


Murdoch shivers, cold. He sees CLOTHES lying on a chair,puts 
them on. Picks up a pair of shoes -- shiny brand new. 


Our VIEW takes in a glass syringe (Murdoch DOESN'T SEE this), 
lying broken on the floor. 


5 INT. ADJOINING ROOM - SAME 


Murdoch emerges from the bathroom. Unsteady on his feet, he 
doesn't notice a fishbowl on a table near the door. He 
knocks it over, water going everywhere. 


A GOLDFISH flaps at Murdoch's feet. He picks it up -~ steps 
back into the bathroom -- tosses the fish into the tub. 


With urgency just short of panic, Murdoch looks around the 
main room. Turns a light on. Opens a closet, finds a 
raincoat. He goes through the pockets -- finds a KEY. He 
checks the clothes he's wearing -- finds a bigger HOTEL 
KEY(Rm.614). Then he SEES a suitcase, reaches for it. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


It's old and battered -- he hefts it onto the crumpled bed 
and opens the lid. More clothes inside, minimum necessities, 
suggesting a man who's left home in a hurry. He pulls out a 
shirt, drapes it over his chest to see if it matches the size 
of the one he has on. It does. Rummaging deeper in the 
suitcase, he finds a postcard. 


“SHELL BEACH” it says, depicting a sunny seaside town. It 
seems to strike a chord within Murdoch: the SOUND OF SURF, 
SEA BREEZE, SEAGULLS crying, then -- 


6 EXT. QUICK FLASHES OF IMAGERY - BEACH (MEMORY) 


A little BOY runs across soft sand -- laughing, full of life 
and -- 


7 INT. HOTEL ROOM - RESUME 
Murdoch stares at the postcard in his hand... 


The PHONE RINGS -- startling him. He picks up the receiver 
uncertainly, places it to his ear. 


VOICE ON PHONE 
(filtered) 
Who is this? 


MURDOCH 
(disoriented, 
confused) 


What... ? 


VOICE ON PHONE 
You don’t know, do you? Listen 
to me, I’m a doctor, I can help 
But we have to get you out of 
there. They'll come for you 
soon -- you must leave now -- 


Murdoch feels he’s being watched -- turns, looks about the 
room -~ and now SEES... 


A dark stain on the floorboards leading to a bare foot on the 
other side of the bed. In the shadows lies a WOMAN'S BODY, 
naked, in a pool of BLOOD... 


Going tentatively closer, Murdoch tilts his head to look at 
the woman's face. Her eyes stare lifelessly, her clothes 
strewn nearby.. Gruesome wounds have been inscribed in her 
flesh -- SPIRALS. 

Murdoch drops the receiver. 


(CONTINUED) 


CONTINUED: 


VOICE ON PHONE (0.S.) 
Are you there... ? 


Also nearby -- a bloody knife. Murdoch, horrified, reaches 
for it -- but catches himself. Does he really want it? 


8 INT. HOTEL CORRIDOR - NIGHT 


Murdoch staggers from the room (#614 on door, which he leaves 
peer carelessly), grabs a wall for support. He clutches the 
suitcase. 


DING! -- at the end of the corridor an elevator door opens. 
Before seeing who emerges Murdoch makes for the stairs. 
9 INT. HOTEL LOBBY - NIGHT 


As Murdoch steps into the lobby -- the first thing he sees is 
a NONDESCRIPT WOMAN propped up inside a phone booth, SLEEPING. 


Murdoch approaches -~- the woman has somehow managed to snooze 
in mid-conversation. Murdoch opens the door -- the woman 
FALLS OUT, lands in a heap at his feet. 


ACROSS THE ROOM, slumped over the front desk, Murdoch sees a 
HOTEL MANAGER also asleep. Above the Manager's head, a clock 
which was unmoving before now begins TICKING. At the same 
moment, various EXTERNAL SOUNDS (which had been notably 
absent) start up -~- traffic, a distant police siren etc. 


Murdoch turns to leave -- 


HOTEL MANAGER (0.S.) 
Hey -- 


Murdoch turns back uncertainly to see the Manager, a squat 
man with glasses, now glaring at him wide awake. 


MANAGER 
The automat called. Said you 
left your wallet there. 


MURDOCH 
My..-? 


MANAGER 
Wallet. I suggest you retrieve 
it since you only paid for three 
weeks and they was up ten minutes 
ago. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


Murdoch glances away. The phone booth woman is picking 
herself up off the floor, wondering how she got there. 


MURDOCH 
I've been here three weeks? 
The Manager flips through the hotel ledger. 


MANAGER 
It's right there in black and 
white, Mr. Murdoch, day and date. 
We make our books like we make 
our beds, all neat and tidy. 


Murdoch edges over and scans the page -- finds his name: 
"J. MURDOCH." 


But the suitcase he clutches bears different initials: 
"K.H." He looks from it, back to the ledger. 


MURDOCH 
(pats pockets) 
I, uh -- I‘ll take care of it 
when I get back. 


Murdoch starts away, the Manager shouting after him -- 


MANAGER 
See that you do. Only thing 
makes you a “guest” in this 
joint, pal, is cash on the 
barrelhead. 


10 INT. BOILER ROOM - NIGHT 10 


Murdoch comes to the building's FURNACE. He takes out the 
bloody knife -- it's wrapped in a hand towel. He uses part 
of the towel to open the furnace door. Tosses it and the 
knife inside. Murdoch reaches for the suitcase -- studies 
the °K.H." initials another moment -- then throws it into the 
flames. 


Kicking the door shut, slapping his hands clean. He pauses 
to compose himself, feeling sick to his stomach. 


11 %<INT. HOTEL - UPSTAIRS CORRIDOR - NIGHT il 


The Manager, waddles along to Room 614, muttering. Pulls out 
his master key as he approaches the door. 


ee ee, 


MANAGER 
House rules: three weeks is 
three weeks. No days off for 
good behavior. 


12 INT. HOTEL ROOM - SAME 12 


The door opens and the Manager enters. The room is dark, but 
the Manager stops short as he sees... 


A DARK FIGURE crouching, staring at the broken syringe on the 
bathroom floor. MORE FIGURES beyond. 


MANAGER 
Oh, I thought this was Mr. 
Murdoch's roo... 


A black-gloved hand suddenly grips his neck. The Manager 
gulps for air, is pushed back against the wall. 


The visitors are members of a most mysterious group ~- the 
STRANGERS. Still shadowy at this point, they are nonetheless 
sinister and threatening. A tall Stranger (MR. HAND) enters 
from the bathroom. He reacts rather oddly to the puddle from 
the broken fishbowl -- steps a LONG way around it -- like the 


water frightens him. 


MR. HAND 
Mr. Murdoch, yes. Where is he? 


; MANAGER 
(gasping) 
He just left... not five minutes 
ago. 


A LIGHT comes on and we SEE the Strangers clearly now: they 
wear long black coats, have extremely pale skin, and are 
completely bald. Mr. Hand's associates are MR. WALL and MR. 
QUICK, respectively. 


Now, a tiny hand pulls at Mr. Wall's coat. The frightened 
Manager looks. down to see a child-like figure. This is MR. 
SLEEP -- a miniature version of the Strangers. A child, but 
not a child. With a dagger in his fist. The Manager looks 
back to Mr. Hand, eyes pleading. 


MR. HAND 
Sleep now. 


In response, the Manager's eyes roll up in his head. Mr. Wall 
releases him. He slumps to the floor like a dead weight. 


CuT TO: 
13 INT. NIGHTCLUB ("LIMBO ROOM") - NIGHT 13 
A smokey room -~ just the odd drunk. A three-piece band on 
the small stage. And in the spotlight -- EMMA MURDOCH sings 


her heart out. She’s late twenties, sad as hell, and clearly 
a heartbreaker. 


14. INT. “LIMBO ROOM” — BACKSTAGE - LATER 14 


Emma, having finished her song, heads towards her small 
dressing room. 


WAITRESS (0.S.) 
Hey, sweety -- 


She turns to see a waitress holding out a business card to 
her. She takes it and looks at it -~ DR. D.P. SCHREBER. 


WAITRESS 
I almost forgot. Said he was 
your husband’s doctor. He wanted 
to speak with you -- — 


CcuT TO: 
1S INT. DR. SCHREBER'S BUILDING - HALLWAY - NIGHT 15 


Emma Murdoch moving towards a door with a frosted glass pane, 
the words “DANIEL SCHREBER - PSYCHIATRIST” stencilled on it. 


16 INT. DR. SCHREBER’S OFFICE - NIGHT 16 


Emma opens the door and steps tentatively into a sparsely 
furnished waiting area -- no one is to be seen. She is drawn 
towards ornately-carved double doors, ajar at the end of a 
short hall. 


17 INT. DR. SCHREBER'S INNER SANCTUM ~ NIGHT 17 


REVEAL DR. SCHREBER, a myopic little mouse of a man, standing 
over an elaborate spiral-shaped MAZE "peopled" by HAMSTERS. 
Schreber’s spectacled eyes glint as he plays with his maze, 
lifting little latches to let his charges loose into 
different sections of the model. 


EMMA (0.S.) 
Excuse me. 


Schreber turns to see Emma standing at the doors behind hin. 


EMMA 
The outer door was open -- I hope 
you don’t mind -- 
(looking at card) 
Doctor -- 


SCHREBER 
: (prompting her) 
Schreber. Daniel Schreber. And 
you must be Emma Murdoch. 


(CONTINUED) 


ny, 


CONTINUED: 


We perhaps recognize Schreber as the voice on the phone who 
spoke with Murdoch. He stares at Emma through his thick 
glasses. A little anxious, a little too deferential. 


DR. SCHREBER 
Please come in. 
(stands) 
I appreciate you coming to see me 
on such short notice, Mrs. 
Murdoch -- I know how awkward 
this must seem -- 


He notices Emma looking at the weird maze--- the centerpiece 
of his crowded workshop -- in front of him. 


SCHREBER 
(by way of 
explanation) 
They're remarkably similar to us 
in some ways. I often wonder if 
they realize they're part of an 
experiment. 


Schreber smiles gently at this last thought, as he traps one 
particular hamster by lowering a panel. 


EMMA 
I'm a little confused here. You 
say you're my husband's doctor, 
but he never mentioned you... 


SCHREBER 

It's not unusual for a spouse to 
keep his or her treatment a 
secret. The truth is, Mrs. 
Murdoch, John has been coming to 
see me for some time -- that is 
until recently -- 

(deat) 
It’s crucial I speak with hin. 
Do you know where he is? 


EMMA 
(suspicious) 
What‘s this about? 
SCHREBER 
Forgive me -- you deserve an 
explanation -- 
Schreber begins to pace, apparently unsure where to begin. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 


SCHREBER 
John had been grappling with 
feelings of betrayal stemming 
from your -- marital 
difficulties. 


Emma interprets Schreber's comment as a kind of accusation. 
She looks distraught. 


SCHREBER 
You'll think me insensitive, Mrs. 
Murdoch, but I fear the problem 
is somewhat larger than an 
incident of infidelity. 


EMMA 
And what, exactly, is the problem? 


SCHREBER 
It's not we who've lost your 
husband -- but rather, he who has 
lost himself. He appears to have 
suffered a psychotic break. I 
believe he has lost his memory. 


EMMA 

(angered) 
That’s absurd. John’s hardly the 
forgetful type, Doctor -- and 
since he seems to have told you 
everything about our personal 
lives -- you probably know he’s 
not very forgiving either. 


SCHREBER 
I’m sorry for prying like this 
-- it must be difficult for you, 
Emma. Can I call you Emma? 


Emma nods slowly -- she’s becoming more trusting. 


EMMA 

(explaining) 
I had an affair. John found out 
about it. It meant nothing -- 
but he was very hurt. We'd been 
talking about separating -- but 
one night he packed a bag and 
disappeared -- 
(concerned) 
I haven't seen my husband in 
three weeks now -- 


(CONTINUED) 


CONTINUED: 


SCHREBER 

(meeting her gaze) 
Then for John‘s sake, we must 
work together. He's in a great 
deal of danger. He may be . 
delusional, even violent. If he 
should contact you -- and I 
suspect he will ~~ you must call 
me immediately. 


Emma just simply nods as she stares down at the maze with a 
kind of dread. 


SCHREBER 
(gravely) 
Wherever your husband is, Emma, 


he's searching -- for himself. 


PUSH IN on the trapped hamster, sealed within its own little 
section, circling round and round, desperately trying to find 
a way out. 


CUT TO: 


18 EXT. CITY - NIGHT 18 


Below, in a canyon of silent buildings, a lone FIGURE walks. 
The city is desolate. Daylight was never invented here. 


19 EXT. STREET ~ SAME 19 


Wind pulls at Murdoch's hair and coat. He seems quite lost. 
Murdoch tugs up his collar, mutters to himself. 


MURDOCH 
(an edge of madness) 
Evening, Mr. Murdoch, what are you 
doing out on a night like this? 
It is Mr. Murdoch, isn't it? Mr. 
J. == something -- Murdoch. 


20 EXT. STREET CORNER - NIGHT 20 


Murdoch pauses to stare up at a LARGE FADED BILLBOARD high 
above the street: an advertisement featuring a emiling woman 
against a backdrop of waves. Her arm is mechanized and 
swings back and forth, waving SQUEAKILY. 


21 ‘EXT. BILLBOARD ~ WOODEN FRAMEWORK ~- LATER 21 
Murdoch emerges from a stairwell and steps carefully out here 

-- the wooden structure seems unstable -- behind him the 

woman on the beach still waves with a rhythmic GROAN of 

GEARS, her mechanical arm sweeping in great arcs. 


(CONTINUED) 


10. 


CONTINUED: 


Murdoch SCANS the surrounding neighborhood from this height. 
He spies a FLASHING sign not far away: FOOD, AUTOMAT, FOOD, 
AUTOMAT. 


He's cold, shoves his hands in his pockets -- and feels 
something. He takes his coat off to investigate and finds 
some newspaper clippings hidden in the lining. 


Murdoch starts SHUFFLING frantically from one clipping to the 
next. His legs slip from under him and he falls to the floor 
of the catwalk. A whimper sounds deep in his throat. 


PUSH IN TIGHT on the clippings. Several front page 
headlines. As the wind picks up and carries off each 
subsequent clipping we catch glimpses of them: “*MAN-HUNT 
CONTINUES FOR MAD KILLER!", “KILLER STRIKES AGAIN!”, “KILLER 
STALKS CITY'S STREET-WALKERS”. 


The clippings flutter along the floor, past the shoes of 
someone standing in the shadows. 


MR. BAND (0.S.) 
So you have discovered where you 
fit in. 


Murdoch looks up to see Mr. Hand emerging from darkness. 


MURDOCH 
Who are you?! 


Mr. Hand smiles gently. 


MR. HAND 
We could ask you the same 
question, yes? 


He steps forward. Something about the Stranger's eyes makes 
Murdoch immobile, unable to think clearly. 


THE OTHER STRANGERS appear on the stairs beyond, climbing the 
last steps. 


MR. HAND 
Sleep now. 


Though the command is obviously intended for Murdoch, he only 
looks more puzzled. 


The Strangers behind Mr. Hand glance at each other -- their | 
hypnotic suggestion has not had the desired effect. 


Mr. Hand suddenly lunges for Murdoch. But just before the 
Stranger is upon him -- 


(CONTINUED) 


il. 


CONTINUED: 


The rickety catwalk begins to give way under Mr. Hand’s feet. 
Mr. Hand's usually expressionless face seems almost perplexed 
as the rotten catwalk COLLAPSES beneath him, sending the 
Stranger plummeting towards the street below... 


Murdoch looks to the other Strangers, backing away as far as 
he can. The Strangers approach, circling around the gaping 
hole in the floor. 


Murdoch is cornered. He looks around, crazed. The Strangers 
are almost upon him. MURDOCH'S EYES go wide -- and suddenly 
i -- EXPANDING to engulf Mr. Wall 


who's nearest its rim! 


Mr. Wall throws his hands up as he loses his balance, and 
drops into the shaft -- where some cables break his fall, 
coiling around his neck, SNAPPING it. He dangles there, 
squirming and twitching. 


Mr. Quick and Mr. Sleep seem flabbergasted -- looking at 
Murdoch with AWE. 


MR. QUICK 
He can Tune! 


Mr. Sleep makes a soft clicking deep in his throat and dives 
at Murdoch, SWINGING a dagger. Murdoch feints to one side, 
grabbing a piece of loose wood as a weapon. 


BEHIND MURDOCH, something is yising -- Mr. Hand is LEVITATING 
himself back up to the catwalk! 


Murdoch looks around just in time -- 


Mr. Hand lunges, driving Murdoch towards the abyss beneath. 
Murdoch FALLS, dangles over darkness. 


Mr. Quick advances, staring down at Murdoch with his black 
eyes. The mechanical girl's arm is swinging like crazy now, 
close, VERY CLOSE to Mr. Quick's head. He doesn’t see it -~- 
but he’s right in the path of the arm mechanism -- it CLIPS 
Mr. Quick's head. The Stranger slumps to the ground, his 
head SMASHED. 


Murdoch pulls himself up, gauging the distance between the 
stairs and the remaining Strangers who are now backing away 
~~ they seem terrified. 


Murdoch follows their gaze to the body at his feet -- a 
MOVEMENT catches his eye -- 


TIGHT ON Mr. Quick's head -- cracked open like an eggshell, 
hollow inside, as if the brain matter were scooped out -- 
replaced with clockwork-like gears. 


(CONTINUED) 


12. 


CONTINUED: 


A BLACK INSECT crawls out of Mr. Quick’s ruined head where it 
had been piloting his body. It wriggles a little, SQUEALING, 
and dies. 


A brief TREMBLING occurs -- like a mini earthquake during 
which the Strangers clutch their heads in agony as if they 


fee] their comrade’s pain. 


Murdoch, seeing that his two pursuers are momentarily 
distracted, seizes the moment and takes to the stairs. Down 
and down he goes, not stopping to look back. 


CcuT TO: 
22 jQINT. BUMSTEAD’S APARTMENT - NIGHT 22 


INSPECTOR FRANK BUMSTEAD -- a broad-shouldered, neatly 
attired man -- gently plays a beautiful PIANO ACCORDION. 


HIS FINGERS -- dance skilfully across the keyboard. The 
instrument itself is ornate and sparkling. The MUSIC 
Bumstead makes is hauntingly beautiful. 


As Bumstead plays, we see DETAILS of his apartment -- books 
stacked with utter precision, coverings on all the furniture, 
protective plastic runners on immaculately clean carpet. 


The PHONE RINGS rudely from the next room interrupting 
Bumstead’s revere. He looks up and we SEE his eyes are 
filled with tears -- ; 


23 «INT. HOTEL LOBBY - NIGHT 23 


Bumstead enters, cool and business-like now, stops to brush 
some lint off his shoulder. Across the way, TWO UNIFORMED 
COPS are questioning the Hotel Manager -- 


-- only it's not the same guy now. It's a different MAN. 
Same clothes, same gestures, but different face. 


MANAGER 
-~ listen, I told the guy, cash 
on the barrelhead, three weeks is 
three weeks -- 


BUMSTEAD 
(interrupting) 
So where's our lucky winner? 


CoP #1 
Upstairs, sir. Room 614. 
Another hooker. 


(CONTINUED ) 


13. 


CONTINUED : 


Bumstead moves to the reception desk. Looks at the key- 
cubbyholes for the various rooms. Notes the empty one for 
room 614. 


Bumstead turns the hotel ledger around on the counter, starts 
flipping through pages. Finds the number he's looking for -- 
and the name it‘s registered under. 


BUMSTEAD 
eee J. Murdoch. 


A young uniformed cop, HUSSELBECK, emerges from the back room 
where he'd been poking around. Doesn't notice Bumstead at 
first. 


BUMSTEAD 
Evening, Husselbeck. Lace is 
untied. 


Husselbeck is momentarily startled -- then sees his shoelace 
is indeed loose. 


HUSSELBECK 
Inspector Bumstead, sir. 
(bends to tie 
shoelace) 
Am I glad you're here, sir. They 
say Detective Walenski's got the 
heebie-jeebies. 


BUMSTEAD 
I just take what they give me, 
Busselbeck. 


Husselbeck nods, knowing when to shut up. He's stumbled onto 
an obvious sore point. Bumstead heads up the stairs. 


24 j%INT. HOTEL ROOM ~ NIGHT 26 


One LONE COP dusting for prints. Bumstead and Husselbeck 
enter, stepping gingerly near the dead woman on the floor. 


BUMSTEAD 
Who said all hotel rooms look 
alike? 


Bumstead crouches next to the corpse, tracing his finger in 
the air above one of the bizarre spiral wounds. 


BUMSTEAD 
Round and round she goes, where 
she stops, nobody knows -- 
(MORE ) 


(CONTINUED) 


CONTINUED: 


14. 


BUMSTEAD 
(standing) 
Third one this week, just like 
Clockwork. What's that make so 
ae Husselbeck? Six chippies in 
all? 


HUSSELBECK 
I believe so, sir. 


(whistling) 
Gotta give the man an "A" for 
effort. 


STROMBOLI (0.S.) 
Bumstead! What took you? 


Bumstead turns to SEE CHIEF INSPECTOR STROMBOLI -- a 
diminutive, officious-type -- strolling out of the bathroom 
(with a FORENSICS MAN) and make a bee-line for Bumstead. 


STROMBOLI 
Have you been reading the papers? 
They're massacring us. Thanks to 
Walenski, this killer's been 
running circles around us. 


BUMSTEAD 
With all due respect, Chief 
Inspector, I've known Eddie a 
long time -- he's a good cop -- 


STROMBOLI 
(cutting him off) 
Listen, Bumstead, whatever kind 
of cop Walenski once was, he let 
drift a long time ago -- when a 
bottle started to look better to 
him than a badge. 


Bumstead looks at the broken fishbowl, the trail of 
footprints still damp on the frayed carpet by the bathroom 
door. In the bathroom he sees a POLICEMAN splashing his hand 
around the tub trying to catch the goldfish Murdoch tossed 
there -- in order to place it carefully into a bucket. 


2 BUMSTEAD 

So, Husselbeck, what kind of 
killer do you think stops to save 
a dying fish? 


HUSSELBECK 
You got me, sir -- 
(CONTINUED ) 


is. 


CONTINUED: 
Ignoring this, Stromboli moves off leaving Forensics behind. 


FORENSICS 

He doesn't even bother to rape 
them at any point. 

(that didn't sound 

right) 
I mean, the thing is, usually 
with a knife they display a 
little more -- emotion. Look how 
precise these wounds are -- 
almost surgical in nature -- 


Forensics studies the corpse a few more moments, then looks 
to Bumstead, shaking his head. 


FORENSICS 
Too bad about Walenski, huh? 
Just when things are picking up. 


BUMSTEAD 
Guess he'd seen enough. 


A sudden COMMOTION. They all look around. SHOUTS and 
RUNNING FOOTSTEPS. Two uniformed COPS are chasing a lunatic. 
First they all run past in the corridor, then into the room 
itself. The lunatic runs around raving, SMASHING things. 
Finally the cops corner him -- tackling him to the ground. 
Even so, it's a struggle to get handcuffs on him. 


LUNATIC 
-- there's no way out! Oh God, 
don't you see?! 


Stromboli and the others are horrified by this display. 
Bumstead just watches in silence. 


Husselbeck RETURNS (he’d been checking the bathroom) as the 
struggling lunatic is dragged from the room, looks 
questioningly at Bumstead. 


HUSSELBECK 
What was that?! 


BUMSTEAD 
Walenski. 


25 INT. UNDERWORLD - CENTRAL CHAMBER - NIGHT 


Echoic TICKING -~ SILHOUETTES in a vast bunker-like room. 
The architecture is completely wrong down here -- all weird 
angles and shapes. 


(CONTINUED) 


25 


16. 


CONTINUED: 


CLOSE ON gnarled, spidery hands working furiously -- 
assembling childrens’ toys, cutting and pasting images from 
family photographs, churning out personal diaries -- 
utilizing complex, alien machinery. 


THE STRANGERS have gathered, seated at one continuous 
workbench that circles the room -- they are fabricating the 
mementoes which make up peoples’ personal histories. 


Mr. Hand enters, along with Mr. Sleep and Mr. Wall, the 
Stranger that got garroted by the cables. Clearly, Mr. Wall 
Bhould be dead -- his neck was broken -- but he appears to be 
fine. A number of the Strangers, stand, confronting them. 


STRANGER #1 
What is to be done? This man is 


gangerous, yes! 


STRANGER. #2 
It is said he is able to Tune. 


STRANGER #3 
Impossible! 


STRANGER #1 
An anomaly, yes! 


MR. HAND 
We have seen it with our own 
eyes ~- 


A general murmur of concern amongst the Strangers. 


MR. HAND 
On occasion the imprinting does 
not take, they behave erratically 
when they awake -- we find them 
wandering like lost children -- 
but this one was different, yes, 


this one surprised us. 


STRANGER #1 
What has the Doctor to say about 
this? 


MR. HAND 
The Doctor -~ he has failed to 
report in. 


STRANGER #2 
And Mr. Quick -- 


Mr. Wall makes a kind of slicing motion with both hands, 
looking at Mr. Hand as if he's somehow responsible. 


(CONTINUED) 


ve 


17. 


CONTINUED: 


MR. WALL 
No more Mr. Quick. Mr. Quick 
‘Gead, yes. Poor, poor Mr. Quick. 


MR. HAND 
Mr. Book -- does he know? 


Mr. Hand immediately realizes from the looks of the others 
the gaffe he's made ~- because now a silhouetted figure in a 
doorway hobbles INTO LIGHT. This is MR. BOOK -- he's much 
like the others but is yery old. He clutches a cane. 


MR. BOOK 
Would we not know, Mr. Hand? 


One of the Strangers actually cringes in the presence of Mr. 
Book. But Mr. Hand holds his ground. 


MR. HAND 
We had hoped to understand more 
-- before sharing with you. 


MR. BOOK 
We can know nothing until we 


possess him, yes! 
The Strangers are silent. 


MR. BOOK 
Mr. Night -- 


A THIN STRANGER stands to the side of the chamber. 


MR. BOOK 
You will take the East. 


Then as Mr. Book calls their names, successive Strangers 
stand, followed by their cohorts. 


MR. BOOK 
Mr. Face, you the West. Mr. 
Glove, the South. Mr. Shade, the 
North. 
(to eee areup! 
le must hav: 


MR. HAND has moved to a corner, watching silently, thinking 
-~ as the designated Strangers file from the room. 


CuT TO: 


18. 


26 EXT. CITY STREET - WIGHT 26 


CLOSE ON Murdoch's fingertips as he studies them under the 
harsh glare of a streetlight -- strange fingerprints, SPIRAL 
MARKINGS, just like the wounds on the corpse. 


PULL BACK to reveal Murdoch's face, baffled, frightened. As 
a truck RUMBLES past, Murdoch lowers his hand and continues 
on to -- 


27 #4EXT. AUTOMAT (AUTOMATED CAFETERIA) - NIGHT 27 


As Murdoch approaches the automat he sees a sultry young 
woman (MAY) leaning against the building. Garish makeup, 
provocative clothes. May acknowledges Murdoch with a half- 
smile. Murdoch continues on, recognizing May for the 
prostitute she is. 


28 INT. AUTOMAT - NIGHT , 28 


Murdoch enters. There are a few tables and a wall of window 
slots, each containing an item of food: plates of beans or 
peas or noodles, pieces of stale pie, glasses of milk. 


A NONDESCRIPT MAN puts a coin in one of the slots and takes 
out a plate with a banana on it. He puts the plate down on a 
stack of empties, puts the banana in his pocket, leaves. 


SOMEONE behind the scenes immediately refills the vacant slot 
with some Jell-O in a bowl. 


MURDOCH 
-~ Hello? 


A VOICE from behind the wall of food-slots answers Murdoch. 


VOICE BACK THERE 
Oh, it's you. 


MURDOCH 
Yes -~ yes, it's me. 


VOICE BACK THERE 
Ya left your wallet here, buddy. 


MURDOCH 
When? When did I do that? 


VOICE BACK THERE 
When you was last here. 


MURDOCH 
(peering through 
various slots) 
When was that? 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED ; 


VOICE BACK THERE 
When you left your wallet! You 
expect me to remember? 


CLACK -- activity in a slot catches Murdoch's attention. He 
SEES a WALLET thrust in there. Murdoch tries to open it but 
the window is locked. He digs in his pocket but only finds a 
couple of pennies. 


MURDOCH 
Excuse me -~-? Hello? 


BELLS JINGLE. Murdoch turns at the sound of the door 
opening. TWO COPS enter, laughing, taking a seat in the 
booth nearest the door. 


Murdoch returns his attention to the locked window, jiggles 
the handle again. 


MURDOCH 
Helio?! 


No response. Murdoch, acutely conscious of the two cops 
behind him, surreptitiously tugs away at the handle, trying 
to force it. He glares at it in frustration and -- 


-- SPROING! Like magic, the latch cracks apart, spewing a 
spring. The window CLICKS open. 


Murdoch reaches for his wallet, turns to leave. He keeps his 
head down, making for the door. As he’s about to exit -- 


-- COP #1 extends his billy club, blocking Murdoch's path. 


COP #1 
Where ya headed, chief? 
MURDOCH 
Home. 
COP #1 


Oh yeah? Where's home? 
Murdoch clutches his wallet, desperate. 


MURDOCH 
Uh -- 


Just then, May appears on the other side of the door. She 
enters, hooking her arm around Murdoch's. 


MAY 
Haven't you mugs got anything 
better to do? 
(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


COP #1 
Just tryin' to do my job, May. 


MAY 
Yeah, well there's a killer out 
there, case you hadn't noticed. 
Maybe you should be out looking 
for him instead of cooling your 
heels, huh? 


COP #1 
Ah, go on. 


Cop #1 waves them off. May tugs at Murdoch's sleeve, leading: 
him outside. 


29 EXT. AUTOMAT - NIGHT 29 


May turns to Murdoch, trails her finger down his lapel. 
Murdoch hesitates, glancing back at the cops who are stiil 
watching them. 


MURDOCH 
Do we -- know each other, Miss? 


May laughs softly thinking Murdoch is joking. 


MAY 
Follow me. We can get -- 
acquainted. 


Murdoch allows himself to be lead into the alley. May starts 
up a flight of stairs leading to an apartment above the 
automat. Murdoch watches her climb -- long legs, sensual 
curves. He follows. 


CUT TO: 
30 %INT. POLICE STATION - NIGHT 30 


A door, half-open -- on the frosted glass: “DETECTIVE 
WALENSKI". Through the doorway we see Bumstead and 
Husselbeck. 
BUMSTEAD (0.S.) 
I'm being punished for my sins, 


right? 
31 INT. WALENSKI'S OFFICE - NIGHT 31 
Bumstead surveys Walenski's office -- it's an unholy mess. 


Piles of paperwork everywhere, stacked up on the floor, 
dozens of used coffee cups, rotting food in greasy paper 
bags, articles tacked to the wall. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


BUMSTEAD 
What did I ever do to inherit 
this? I don't even know where to 
begin. 


HUSSELBECK 
Everything Detective Walenski 
committed to paper should be here -- 


Bumstead shoots Husselbeck an annoyed look as he navigates 
the obstacle course of junk. He moves to a filing cabinet, 
pulls open one of the drawers, reaches in -~ 


BUMSTEAD 
Only place he oughta be committed 
is -- 


-- suddenly there's a loud SNAP! 


BUMSTEAD 
Yaaaah! 


Bumstead recoils. A mousetrap has caught his fingers. He 
pulls it off his hand, throws it to the floor, cursing. 


Bumstead clears a space on the desk, sets down one of the 
file folders. 


FILES 


Page after page of incomprehensible scribblings verging on 
hieroglyphics -- police reports turned into abstract art. 


BUMSTEAD 
(shaking his head) 
What the hell were you thinking, 
Eddie? 


A COP appears in the doorway, Bumstead looks up. 


cop 
(uncomfortable) 
Sir, we just got the fingerprint 
results in -- 


Bumstead takes the results from the Cop, looks them over. 
BUMSTEAD 
(flabbergasted) 
This some kind of joke? 


CLOSE ON results. A magnified blow-up of a fingerprint -- A 
PERFECT SPIRAL. 


oo 
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32 INT. POLICE STATION ~ MAIN FLOOR - NIGHT 32 


Bumstead storms away from Walenski's office, Husselbeck in 
subservient pursuit, carrying an enormous pile of files. 


Bumstead is about to turn into his own office -- which we SEE 
is just like Walenski‘s in every way -- but neat, when: 


EMMA (0.S.) 
Inspector Bumstead? 


He turns to SEE Emma standing behind him in the hall. 


EMMA 
I came here to file a missing 
person's report -- for my 
husband -- 


BUMSTEAD 
(annoyed, gruff) 
Take it to the front desk. 


EMMA 
But they told me to see you. His 
name is John Murdoch. 


Bumstead's eyes widen in surprise. 
33 INT. BUMSTEAD'S OFFICE - POLICE STATION - LATER 33 


Emma sips from a cup of coffee she's just been handed by 
Bumstead. 


BUMSTEAD 
Mrs. Murdoch, why didn't you 
report this before? I mean, if 
he's been missing as long as you 
say -- 


EMMA 
I thought he'd simply walked out on 
me, Inspector. But when the doctor 
contacted me this evening -- 


Her voice trails off. Emma stares down into her coffee. 
Bumstead passes her a page with six names typed on it. 


BUMSTEAD 
Do any of these names mean 
anything to you? 


EMMA 
(glancing briefly) 
No. Who are these women? 
(MORE ) 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED : 


EMMA 
(with mounting dread) 
Why are you looking for my 
husband? Are you going to accuse 
him of something? 


BUMSTEAD 
Maybe. Maybe murder. 


EMMA 
Whose murder? 


Bumstead simply glances at the sheet of paper. 


EMMA 
Which one? 


BUMSTEAD 
All of them. 


Emma just looks at him, appalled. She gets up suddenly, 
desperate to leave -- 


BUMSTEAD 
-~+ Mrs. Murdoch, wait! I'm sorry if I alarmed you! 


EMMA 


(pausing in the door) 
I'm sorry I came. We both made 
i ! 


She rushes frantically away from him. After a moment, 
Bumstead goes after her. 


CuT TO: 
34 INT. MAY'S APARTNENT - LOUNGE - WIGHT 


May points to a shabby couch. Murdoch looks uncomfortable. 
May smiles, then turns on a radio. MUSIC. 


MAY 
Have a seat. I'll be right out. 


May disappears through a beaded curtain into the bedroom. 
Murdoch looks around the small apartment, feeling trapped -- 


MURDOCH'S POV (THROUGH CURTAIN) -- May starts to disrobe, 
stands naked before a mirror -~ she turns, sensing his gaze. 


Murdoch steps away before he's noticed. He sits on the 
couch, pulls out the wallet, flips it open. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 
The first thing he sees is a small photo of EMMA. 
MURDOCH 
(to the photo) 
--- Have we met before ...? If 
we did, I hope you're still 
breathing. 


Now he finds an I.D. card inside the wallet with “JOHN 
MURDOCH” -- and a corresponding address. 


Across the room a WOODEN SCREEN up against another doorway. 
MOVEMENT through a crack in the screen. 


35 INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT 35 
May is putting on a robe. 
MAY 
(calling out) 
What's your name, honey? 


No answer. May thinks nothing of it as she applies more 
lipstick. 


36 INT. LOUNGE - NIGHT 36 
May steps from her bedroom, smiling... 


MAY 
I said, what‘s your... 


The room is empty. The door swinging shut. Murdoch is gone. 


MAY 
Ah -~ ghoot. 


CAMERA PANS to the wooden screen Murdoch noticed earlier -- 
an EYE blinks through the crack. 


CUT TO: 
37 EXT. MURDOCH APARTMENT HOUSE - NIGHT 37 


The BULB in a lamp post FIZZLES as Bumstead’s car pulls up. 

38 INT. BUMSTEAD'S CAR - SAME 38 
As Bumstead engages the hand brake we notice the ordered car 
interior: thermos, notepad holder, gun rack. Everything 
fastidiously in its place. 

Bumstead looks to Emma. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED : 


EMMA 
You have it all wrong about my 
husband, Inspector. He isn’t 
capable of this. 


BUMSTEAD 
(nods slowly) 
Yeah, well I'll let you know as 
soon as I find out ~- ejther way. 


Emma stares at Bumstead, upset. She gets out, slams the car 
door as she heads into her building without a glance back. 


CUT TO: 
39 INT. MURDOCH APARTMENT - LIVING AREA ~- NIGHT 


Emma comes in from the bathroom, toweling her hair dry. 
It's a small studio apartment; a young couple's apartment, 
maintainable on modest means -- a fold-down bed, a tiny 
kitchenette tucked behind a countertop, some evidence of 
Emma’s profession «- spangled gowns, showbiz photos. 


Emma stops, startled -- a FIGURE sits in the shadows, SMOKE 
curling from a lit cigarette tip. 


EMMA 
(realizing who it is) 
-- John! 


It's Murdoch. She goes over -- he holds up the key he found 
in his pocket. Looks at it, looks at her. 


MURDOCH 
I guess I live here. 
(indicates cigarette) 
My brand, I hope? 


He stubs it out in the ashtray. 


EMMA 
(unsure how to handle 
this) 
Of course you live here. John -- 
where have you been -~ I’ve been 
worried sick about you -- 


She draws closer, moves to hug him -- sees there's something 
foreign in his expression. 


MURDOCH 
You’re supposed to be my wife? 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED : 
EMMA 
(she’s hurt by this) 
Supposed to be? It’s me John 
-- Emma. 


MURDOCH 
A man should remember his wife, 
don't you think? 


Murdoch studies his surroundings -- the fragments of his 
alleged history -- pictures, knickknacks ~- somehow it all 
fails to strike a chord. 


: EMMA 

Your doctor called me -- he was 
afraid this would happen. I 
didn’t really believe him -- I -- 


MURDOCH 
Doctor...? 


EMMA 
Yes, he gave me his card. He's 
desperate to find you -~ 


Emma reaches for her purse, digging through its contents. 
She finds the card, hands it to Murdoch. 


MURDOCH 
(reading it) 
“"Schreber". 


The name doesn't ring any bells. Murdoch rises, anxious, 
pacing. Nothing seems comfortable or familiar to him. He 
moves to the window, stares down at the street below. 


MURDOCH 
This is insane -- it’s like I'm 
living out someone else's 
nightmare -~ 
(turning back to her) 
What happened to me? Why was I 
seeing a doctor? 


EMMA 

You were angry because of what 
happened between us -- 

(beat) 
Maybe we fell out of love -- I 
was lonely -- I --. 

(she stops short) 
-- we both made some mistakes. 


Emma draws close, reaching out to touch him. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


EMMA 
John, the police are looking for 
you. I told them there had to be 
a mistake. They think that you -- 


MURDOCH 
I know. I saw the papers. 
(bitterly) 
"Killer Stalks The City's Street- 
Walkers". 


Murdoch turns back to face Emma. 


MURDOCH 
I was with one of those women 
before I came here tonight -- 


Emma pulls back, alarmed. 


MURDOCH 

No, just hear me out. I met her 
outside an automat -- 

(struggling to explain 

himself) 
I wanted to test myself, I had 
to. Do you understand? I needed 
to know if I had it in me to do 
those things. 


Emma nods. 


MURDOCH 
Maybe I am crazy. Maybe I have 
lost my mind. But whoever I am 
I'm still me -- and I'm not a 
killer. 


Emma reaches for him now. He allows her to hug him. Feels 
her belief in him. He can't quite hug her back with 
conviction -- but he's touched by her conviction. 


EMMA 
I believe you. 


MURDOCH 
You do? Why? 


‘ EMMA 

Because -- because I know you ~- 
(beat) 

John -- if this is your way of 

punishing me for being unfaithful, 

I don’t blame you. I can’t help 

what happened between us-- 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 
She sees he's peeking ovt the window curtain again. 


EMMA 
What ...? 


MURDOCH 
That car down there -- there was 
someone in it when I arrived. 


Emma goes to look: BUMSTEAD'S CAR is still down there. 
Murdoch sees she recognizes it. His accusatory look is like 
a knife at her throat. 


MURDOCH 
I thought you said you believed 
in me? 

EMMA 


He's an Inspector -- he dropped 
me off, I didn't know he was 
still here -- 


MURDOCH 
(angry) . 
Save it. I'm not buying. 


40 INT. HALLWAY - MURDOCH APARTMENT BUILDING - SAME 40 


Murdoch comes out cautiously, starts towards the stairwell 
door. Emma starts to follow -- 


EMMA 
John -- 


Bumstead calmly appears around a corner in front of them, 
aiming his service revolver. 


BUMSTEAD 
Stop right there, mister. 


Emma steps instinctively between them to shield Murdoch. 


EMMA 
Wait a minute -- please -- you've 
got the wrong man. 


BUMSTEAD 
Maybe, maybe not. I just want to 


talk. —_ REINS RE ee eer 


Murdoch glances at the stairwell door, gauging the distance. 


(CONTINUED ) 


29. 


CONTINUED: 


MURDOCH 
What if I'm being set up here? 
Isn't that even remotely 
possible? 


BUMSTEAD 
Right now, all you are is a 
Buspect, Murdoch. Turn yourself 
in, I'll listen to whatever you 
got to say. 


MURDOCH 
(shaking his head) 
You wouldn't believe what I’ve 
got to say ~- what's been 
happening to me -- 


They've been doing a kind of two-step to keep Murdoch 
shielded from Bumstead -- who moves to a two-handed grip as 
he aims his gun, coming closer. 


BUMSTEAD 
Try me. 


MURDOCH 
There's someone else after me, a 
group of men -- they're trying to 
kill me. They’re not even -- 


He suddenly stops himself. 
Bumstead shoots Emma a quick glance, but Murdoch catches it. 
MURDOCH 
(a bitter smile) 
Like I said. Who wants to listen 
to a madman? 
Murdoch gives Emma one last look. 
MURDOCH 
Guess we'll just have to find out 
how mad I am, then. 


BUMSTEAD 
Mrs. Murdoch, gtand aside. 


Murdoch darts for the stairwell door, Emma going with him. 
BUMSTEAD 
(to himself, then 
chasing) 
-- No one ever listens to me -- 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


Emma blocks the door, impedes Bumstead who can't help 
knocking her down as he tries to barrel through -- 


41 ®INT. STAIRWELL - SAME 

BANG! BANG! BANG! Bumstead FIRES awkwardly down the 
stairwell, BULLET NOISE resounding. He runs heavily down to 
the next landing, already huffing and puffing. 

Murdoch ducks through an entry way and finds himself in... 
42 INT. STORAGE ROOM - MURDOCH APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT 
Dead end. No way out. Murdoch looks back the way he came. 
Bumstead's HEAVY FOOTSTEPS are rapidly approaching, he'll be 
upon Murdoch in seconds -- 


Murdoch spins, panicked -- a door stands before him on the 


opposite wall -- where there wasn't one before. 


Though he's startled, Murdoch doesn't have time to puzzle it 
out. He swings open the door, bolts through it -- 


ON BUMSTEAD 


as he comes charging into the storage room, gun ready ~- 


Murdoch is gone. And what's more, so is the door that he 
exited through. 


Bumstead does a double-take. The storage room is little more 
than a closet -- there's absolutely no place Murdoch could 
have hidden. 


Glancing down he notices something on the floor -- ZERO IN ON 
Schreber's BUSINESS CARD which Murdoch dropped during his 
hasty retreat. 


CuT TO: 
45 EXT. SCHREBER'S OFFICE BUILDING - NIGHT 


A CAB squeals to a sudden stop. Murdoch gets out and 
approaches the building, cautious. 


46 INT. SCHREBER'S BUILDING - FOYER ~ NIGHT 


Murdoch scans the building directory. He’s startled by a 
sudden noise behind him -- 


CAGED ELEVATOR DOORS OPEN -~ a UNIFORMED OPERATOR sits on a 
stool within. 
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47 INT. ELEVATOR - WIGHT 47 
Murdoch steps inside. 


MURDOCH 
Six please. 


The Operator closes the cage, shifts the polished lever. As 
the elevator rises, Murdoch takes note of the Operator's 
corner -- a few mementoes have been tacked to the wall ina 
pathetic attempt to personalize the area. Among the 
mementoes is a FADED photo of A WOMAN AT THE BEACH. 


MURDOCH 
Hey -- do you happen to know 
where Shell Beach is? 


OPERATOR 
You kidding? Me and the Mrs. 
spent our honeymoon there. You 
just take -- or is it -~- 


The Operator stops, puzzled. 


OPERATOR 
Hmm. That’s funny -- can't seem 
to remember -- 


Murdoch is about to say something more, but they've reached 
their destination. The Operator opens the cage -- 


48 INT. SCHREBER'S BUILDING - HALLWAY ~ NIGHT 48 


Murdoch steps out. It's late. Most of the occupants have 
left for the evening. Murdoch heads down the dark hall 
towards Schreber's office -~ noting the name on the glass. 


OPERATOR (0.S.) 
Say, who you looking for this 
time of night, buddy? 


Murdoch stops short, turns back. 


Doctor Schreber. 


OPERATOR 
You won't find him here. He went 
out for his evening swim -- you 
might catch him if you hurry... 


32. 


49 INT. BATH HOUSE - POOL - NIGHT 43 


DR.SCHREBER -- floats in the tepid water of a large heated 
pool. A P.A. VOICE announces closing time shortly. Schreber 
ignoring this, paddles briefly, then rests against the side, 
holding a metal stepladder for support. 


The last few male PATRONS climb from the pool and exit. The 
place is now devoid of life apart from the doctor. 


Behind Schreber, the LARGE SHADOW of a man cast against a 
wall draws closer. 


VOICE (0.S.) 
Doctor Schreber. 


Schreber spins, startled. REVEAL -- Mr. Hand emerging from 
the steam. 


50 INT. BATH HOUSE ~- ENTRANCE - NIGHT 50 


A CLEANING WOMAN mops the floor. She hears a noise and looks 
around -- 


THE ENTRANCE to the bath house -- the DOOR is swinging shut, 
like a gust of wind has disturbed it. 


51 INT. BATH HOUSE - POOL - RESUME 51 
ON MR. HAND 


MR. HAND 
Most unfortunate it is that we 
were forced to seek you out here. 
You know how uncomfortable all 
this moisture is for us. 


52 INT. BATH HOUSE - DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT $2 


Murdoch enters, SEES a black medical bag resting on a bench. 
As he opens it, inspecting its contents -- a collection of 
empty syringes -- he hears VOICES -- 


SCHREBER (0.S.) 
I'm sorry, I <= 


MR. HAND (0.S.) 
Failed to report in, yes. 


SCHREBER (0.S.) 
(stammering) 
-- I was frightened. I have a 
weak heart, you know. 


33. 


53 INT. BATH HOUSE ~ POOL - NIGHT $3 


MR. HAND 
Your weakness is not, we think, 
an affair of the heart. 


Schreber timid, paddles back away from the metal step ladder 
he was using for support. Mr. Hand holds up the broken 
syringe they found. 


MR. HAND 
Must we reproduce Mr. Murdoch's 
memories again? 


SCHREBER — 


(gulp) 
Yes. I tried imprinting him -~ 
but he woke up! Knocked the 
needle right out of my hand. I 
tried to stop him -- 


Murdoch approaches, staying hidden. Schreber and Mr. Hand 
are a long way off but their voices echo and are CLEARLY 
HEARD 


Murdoch edges forward, jostling a laundry cart. At the 
sound, Mr. Hand turns, scanning the shadows. Murdoch freezes 
~- after a moment, Mr. Hand resumes the conversation. 


MR. HAND 
He has -- no memories, then. 


SCHREBER 
Only fragments, the procedure was 
interrupted -- 
(trying to minimize 
the damage) 
I suppose it's just a matter of 
rounding him up. I mean, you 
have had strays before -- 


MR. HAND 
This is no stray, Doctor. This 
one can -- Tune. 
SCHREBER 
(shocked) 


But I thought only you had that 
ability -- 
Mr. Hand draws closer. 
? MR. HAND 
You will process another template 
of the subject's memories, yes. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


SCHREBER 
Of course, of course, you'll want 
to imprint him again -- 


MR. HAND 
No. 
(as near a smile as he 
can manage) 


We require them for another use. 


Mr. Hand glances at a clock hanging on the wall above the 
pool -- then leans in, fixing Schreber with his dead stare. 


MR. HAND 
It’s almost midnight, Doctor 
Schreber. We shall speak after 
tonight's Tuning. No more 
delays, yes. No more -~ 
inconsistencies in your behavior. 


Mr. Hand starts to leave, then turns back. 
MR. HAND 
You appear quite frail, Doctor. 
Perhaps some exercise would do 
you good. 
with that Mr. Hand vanishes into the steam. 
PUSH IN on Schreber -- we see the fear in his eyes. He 


reaches out to pull himself up the stepladder -- but slips 
with a SPLASH. Looking around, he SEES the stepladder is now 


far away from him at the other end of the pool. 
CuT TO: 
54 EXT. BATH HOUSE - NIGHT 54 


A hurriedly dressed Schreber starts off down the street, 
clutching his little black bag. 


Murdoch emerges a moment later, following Schreber at a 
discrete distance. 


55 EXT. CITY STREET - NIGHT 55 


Presently, Schreber turns into a side alley. Murdoch hurries 
to close the gap, peering around the corner -- 


35. 


56 EXT. ALLEY - WIGHT 56 


Dr. Schreber walks down the alley to an apparent dead-end. 
He stands before a brick wall. For a moment nothing happens, 
but then to Murdoch's astonishment -- 


- R olv da. ss. The door opens -- 


A STRANGER 


stands there, stepping to the side to allow Schreber to 
enter. Behind them we glimpse a RAISED PLATFORM. A number 
of OPEN CARTS roll past on tracks -- the scene resembles some 
sort of bizarre amusement park ride. 


The Stranger shuts the door. Seconds later its gone. 
ON MURDOCH 


Questioning his sanity yet again. He moves to the end of the 
alley, touching the brick -- it's rock solid. Murdoch 
searches for a seam in the wall -- nothing. Schreber has 
vanished. 


57 INT. UNDERWORLD - NIGHT 57 


Dr. Schreber steps from the platform, boarding one of the 
carts -- which DESCENDS past pipes and soil, foundations and 
sewers ~- rapidly gaining speed until it is hurtling into the 
bowels of the city. 


CUT TO: 
58 INT. BUMSTEAD'S OFFICE - POLICE STATION - NIGHT 58 
The station is deserted -- everyone’s gone for the night -- 


But Bumstead’s burning the midnight oil. He sits at his 
desk, with the accordion we saw earlier placed on his knee, 


playing. 


A steaming coffee cup sits nearby, along with a number of 
files rescued from Walenski's office. In front of Bumstead 
is a chalk board with a kind of flow chart for the case 
scrawled on it. Bumstead studies the chart and files as he 
Plays -- using the music to help him concentrate. 


CuT TO: 
59 INT. UNDERWORLD =~ MEMORY BANK ~ NIGHT s9 
A multi-tiered archival storehouse where human memories are 
filed and fabricated -- a dim-lit repository of souls 
featuring shelf after shelf of tiny, catalogued vials filled 
with luminescent fluid. 


{CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED: 
DR. SCHREBER 


36. 


Stands at what is obviously his own little work station. 
Schreber has an assortment of VIALS in front of him, as well 


as a half-dozen labeled syringes. 


Schreber suctions the 


contents of a vial into the last of the syringes (labeled 
“GOODWIN"), then cross-checks the name against a list. 


An ASSISTANT STRANGER approaches. 


ASSISTANT STRANGER 
Have you completed tonight's 
tasks? 


SCHREBER 
(harried) 

You can't expect me to keep to 
this schedule night after night. 
(a whispered dig) 

-- I'm only human, after all. 


While he taunts the Stranger, Schreber takes the empty 
syringes, twisting the tops off the vials. 


SCHREBER 

Ah, these bring back memories. 

(holds up one vial) 
This one's still warm. What is 
it, the recollections of a great 
lover, a catalogue of conquests? 
We'll soon find out. 

(places it aside) 
Anyway, you wouldn't appreciate 
that, would you -- Mr. Whatever~- 
you-call-yourself? Not the sort 
of conquest you understand. 


ASSISTANT STRANGER 
You remember, Doctor. What your 
Place is, yes. 


‘ SCHREBER 
What my place is, yes. A kind of 
prison sentence, I'd say -- 


Speeding up his work, Schreber extracts carefully measured 
portions of fluid from the vials -- into a small beaker. 


SCHREBER 
(continued sarcasm) 
Let’s see now -= a touch of 
unhappy childhood -- 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 
He reaches for another vial. 


: SCHREBER 

-- A dash of teenage rebellion -~ 
(several drops from 
the vial) 

-- And last but not least -- 
(another vial) 

-- A tragic death in the 

family -- 


Now he places the mixture into a syringe -- and fills the 
other syringes from beakers he has previously mixed. Finally 
he’s done, he puts the syringes into his case, snaps it shut. 


Suddenly the room is filled with a deep CHIMING. The Stranger 
looks up momentarily, then back to Schreber. 


ASSISTANT STRANGER 
It is time... 


Schreber spins and leaves, a man on a mission. 
60 INT. UNDERWORLD - CENTRAL CHAMBER - NIGHT 


One by one, the Strangers cease working, bow their heads. We 
HEAR a creepy CHANTING. 


PULL BACK to reveal the domed chamber in full ~~ at the 
center of the chamber is a vast, perhaps bottomless pit. 


Rising up from the pit are the gnarled ROOTS OF THE CITY, 
building facades of brick and steel and glass -- impossibly 
braided together in a kind of colossal double-helix which 
disappears into the cavernous reaches above us. 


Watching down on all of this is the GREAT METAL FACE. With a 
creak of gears the face splits to REVEAL -- the BIG CLOCK. 


MR. BOOK 
Let the Tuning commence! 


A Stranger in the front row stands, CHANTING. The man next 
to him stands also, trance-like. So it goes around the room, 
each man taking his turn in the ritual. One by one the 
Strangers gather around the pit. 


Mr. Book rises up -- and keeps rising -- FLOATING IN THE AIR 
above the heads of the others. 


MR. BOOK 
hut_i jOown . 


(CONTINUED ) 


60 


38. 


CONTINUED: 


A bulky scissor SWITCH is thrown. TIGHTEN ON -- THE CLOCK ARM 
-- sweeping THROUGH FRAME in jerky increments. THEN -- the 
arm comes to a complete stop. 


CUT TO: 
61 INT./EXT. CLOCKS - VARIOUS 
STOPPING -~- all over the city. On walls, tables, buildings. 
CcuT TO: 
62 INT. BUMSTEAD'S OFFICE - POLICE STATION - NIGHT 
Sitting with his accordion in his lap, Bumstead's head 
droops, his fingers falling from the keys. As his hand drops 
we see that his wristwatch has stopped. 
CuT TO: 
63 EXT. ALLEY - NIGHT 


Murdoch waits, frustrated. In the distance, a TOLLING CHURCH 
BELL is arrested in mid-toll, a BARKING DOG draws silent, 
TRAFFIC NOISE stops -- 


Murdoch lifts his head, listening -- the SOUNDS of the city 
around him have come to an abrupt standstill. 


CUT TO: 
64 INT. UNDERWORLD - CENTRAL CHAMBER ~- WIGHT 


Mr. Book SIGHS deeply -- totally focused. The other 
Strangers gathered around the pit continue to CHANT. 


ANGLE ON Mr. Book's eyes -- somehow we pass INSIDE HIS HEAD. 
In the dark, multi-faceted eyes GLOW ~- INSECT EYES. 


We hear a DEEP RUMBLING SOUND. Turbines spin, wheels start 
to turn. Within the great pit, the roots of the city begin 
ow, ev . 


CuT TO: 
65 EXT. CITY - NIGHT 
SEVERAL ANGLES -- the streets are empty -~ a last clock 
CHIMES in the distance. Then -- Buildings shudder -- DISTORT 
-- twisting and shifting. One tower ELONGATES, stretching 


upwards. Another building SPROUTS at the top, organically, 
like TIME-LAPSE footage of a plant growing. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


The Strangers are TUNING -~ making new parts of the city -- 
Snegining them into being with the aid of their hidden 
machines. 


An ELECTRIC HUMMING fills the air -- the sound of TUNING. 
cut TO: 


66 EXT. ALLEY ~ NIGET 66 


Murdoch, alarmed, moves to the edge of the alley. He looks 
at a particular building across the street, can hear a 
CREAKING noise. Then he notices the walls bending. 


Murdoch's eyes widen in disbelief. He steps out into the 
street, turning round and round -- traffic is frozen, each of 
the cars’ OCCUPANTS slumped over their steering wheels, dead- 
asleep, unaware of what is happening around them. 


In the window of a clock shop -- all the clocks have stopped. 


At a bus stop, TWO MEN have nodded off, leaning against one 
another. 


And there -- across the way -- an entire diner full of PEOPLE 
are drowsing. 


ake! He runs, on the edge of 
madness now, from one car to the next, desperately trying to 
stir people from their slumber. Murdoch shouts into the 
silent streets -- 


MURDOCH 
Hello?! Can anyone HEAR ME?!! 


-- but the only answer he receives is the eerie CREAKING of 
the buildings experiencing their growing pains. Suddenly a 
MOVEMENT catches Murdoch's eye -- 

BACK IN THE ALLEY 

the brick wall is shifting once again. The door re-forms, 
opens -- out steps Dr. Schreber, clutching his medical bag. 
Behind him are a number of STRANGERS. 

Murdoch falls back into a doorway, watching -- 

67 EXT. ANOTHER STREET ~ NIGHT 67 
Dr. Schreber keeps his head down, eyes staring at his feet as 
he walks in a straight line. Almost as if he's counting 
measured steps, trying to ignore what's going on around him. 
The Tuning makes him terribly nervous. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 
AT THE END OF THE BLOCK 


Murdoch follows, keeping to the shadows. Across the 
intersection, Murdoch sees an odd sight -- 


A PAIR OF Strangers are at work <= carrying a body into a 
BARBER SHOP. Through the illuminated WINDOW, Murdoch SEES 
the Strangers place the motionless man (who's wearing a 
smock) behind the counter, prop him up. 


A FEW DOORS DOWN, IN ANOTHER SHOP FRONT -- 


MORE STRANGERS are positioning their COMATOSE SUBJECTS, 
arranging them as if they were mannequins. 


Murdoch turns back to see Schreber enter a house. 
68 INT. HOUSE -~ ENTRYWAY - NIGHT 


A modest, mid-income home. Dr. Schreber lets himself in, 
consults his notepad: 


SCHREBER 
The Goodwins: Jeremy, Sylvia, 
Matthew -- 
(flipping to the next 
page) 
-- and little Jane. 


Schreber goes down the hall, looks into a dining room. 


SCHREBER 
Ah -- 


69 INT. DINING ROOM - SAME 
Schreber comes in. The GOODWIN FAMILY are being positioned 


around their dining table by A TRIO OF STRANGERS. Each 
family member is motionless ~~ frozen. 


PUSH IN ON THE WINDOW -- Murdoch's face appears, peering 
through a crack in the drapes. 


70 EXT. THE GOODWIN HOUSE - SAME 
Murdoch has climbed up a rose trellis to spy on Schreber. 
71 j%INT. THE GOODWIN HOUSE - DINING ROOM - SAME 


As Murdoch watches, the Strangers place Mr. Goodwin at the 
head of the table. Having finished their task, the Strangers 
look to Dr. Schreber as they leave the roon. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


Schreber SNAPS open his leather bag -- takes out four glass 
syringes. He positions his first needle at the center of Mr. 
Goodwin's forehead -- 


A strange SOUND distracts the doctor and he turns to SEE a 
dining room wall PUSHING backwards and EXPANDING wider. A 
FIREPLACE creates itself in the far corner, as does a china 
cabinet and a crystal chandelier. 


72 %EBXT. THE GOODWIN HOUSE - NIGHT 


Murdoch hangs onto the window sill, alarmed, nearly losing 
his grip as it widens around him. The gable above him is 
sprouting various architectural flourishes -- 


73° INT. THE GOODWIN HOUSE - DINING ROOM - NIGHT 
Schreber just shakes his head, mumbles to himself. 


SCHREBER 
(quietly) 
The rich get richer. Probably 
have maid's quarters before the 
night is over. 


Schreber turns back to the business at hand, injecting Mr. 
Goodwin with the contents of the syringe, then working his 
way around the table and “imprinting” the others. 


74 EXT. THE GOODWIN'S NEW HOUSE - NIGHT 

As Schreber comes down the front steps we see that the 
Goodwin's house has received quite a face-lift indeed -~ 
having been upgraded from a modest three bedroom to a stately 
manor home. 

Schreber makes his way down the walk, stops, frightened as -- 


MURDOCH (0.8.) 
Dr. Schreber, I presume? 


-- Murdoch steps out of the shadows, blocking his path. 


SCHREBER 
(aghast) 


: MURDOCH 
Now is that any way to greet a 
patient? If that’s what you are 
-- a doctor <-- 


SCHREBER 
Mr. Murdoch -- I, I -- 
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CONTINUED: 
Murdoch advances, gripping Schreber by his lapels -- 


MURDOCH 
What's happening here? Why is 
everyone else asleep? 


SCHREBER 
(hushed) 
Keep your voice down, please -- 


MURDOCH 
Why can't I remember?! What have 
you done to me} 


Schreber's eyes dart about wildly -- he's completely 
terrified now, glancing around behind him -- 


SCHREBER 
(a panicked whisper) 
Nothing! I want to help! It was 
me who called you at the hotel -- 
(glancing about) 
We can't talk here! It's not 
safe! 


MURDOCH 
(shaking him) 
I don't care! I want some 
answers, now. Who are they, 
Schreber? What are they! Why do 
they want me?! 


Schreber is babbling now, half-hysterical with fear, he pulls 
himself away from Murdoch, backing up -- 


SCHREBER 
John, please -- I don't blame you 
for being angry, but we have to 
leave here. If they see us 
talking together -- 


Murdoch is losing it, beside himself with frustration, he 
advances, waving his fist <-- 


MURDOCH 
Answer me! 


-- and then something odd happens. Schreber stumbles back, 
as if he was just punched in the face by an invisible hand -~ 
even though he and Murdoch are still a good ten feet apart. 
Schreber's glasses go flying, he collapses to the sidewalk. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


Murdoch is baffled. Schreber stares myopically up at him, 
equally awe-struck -- 


SCHREBER 
(to himself) 
My God -- you really ¢an do it. 


He starts to fumble on the ground for his glasses. 
CREAK! A NOISE draws Murdoch's attention to —- 
A NEARBY WALL where A DOOR starts to appear. 


The door opens and Mr. Hand and his entourage exit. They 
haven’t seen Murdoch but it’s only a matter of time -- 


Murdoch ducks behind a wall and is GONE -~ just as Mr. Hand 
looks around to see -- 


SCHREBER fumbling blind as a bat, oblivious to the Strangers. 
75 INT. UNDERWORLD ~ CENTRAL CHAMBER - NIGHT 75 


The great clock JOLTS to life again, TICKING resuming. 
Machinery warms down. The roots of the city slow to a stop. 
The Strangers’ nightly ritual comes to an end. 


76 &EXT. STREET - NIGHT 76 


Murdoch TEARS OUT into the street, hears a TICK, TICK, TICK, 
and looks up as he passes the clock shop -~ all the clocks 
have begun working again. 


As he runs by the intersection he passed earlier, he notices 
everything start up again: people in their cars, the men on 
the bench, the diner -- everyone waking from a deep sleep and 
casually resuming their business, like they had merely dozed 
off momentarily. 


77 #+<INT. THE GOODWIN'S NEW HOUSE - DINING ROOM - NIGHT 7 


The four members of the Goodwin family COME TO LIFE -- 
“resuming” their meal. 


MR. GOODWIN 
-- which I said to him. If he 
wants to promote Fredrickson over 
me, that's his look-out. Plenty 
of other firms would be happy to 
have me. 


MRS. GOODWIN 
But, darling, you have so much more 
experience than Fredrickson -- 


44. 


78 EXT. GOODWIN'S NEW HOUSE - NIGHT 78 


Schreber, kneels on the concrete, still groping blindly -- 
reaches out -- 


SCHREBER 
(quietly) 


Please -- my glasses... 
-- and touches a SHOE -- 


REVEAL MR. HAND and the Strangers standing before him. Mr. 
Hand looks down the street -~- no sign of Murdoch anywhere. 


Schreber now finds his glasses, puts them on and looks up to 
see Mr. Hand. Terrified, he starts stammering -- 


SCHREBER 
He -- he attacked me! I -- I 
tried to -- 


Mr. Hand looks down at Schreber with annoyance, silences him 
with a raised hand. 


MR. HAND 
Come, Doctor Schreber -- we have 
much to do, yes. 
CUT TO: 
79 jXINT. BUMSTEAD'S OFFICE ~ POLICE STATION - NIGHT 79 


Bumstead, having fallen asleep slumped over his accordion, 
now sits up, blinks -- 


Something catches his eye. The COFFEE CUP in front of him -- 
cream is slowly circling round and round, making a spiral. 


Bumstead stares, thinking. He looks to the police files laid 

out nearby, sees the copy of the SPIRAL FINGERPRINTS, moves 

on «= 

CAMERA PUSHES IN on Walenski's hieroglyphic scrawl, isolating 

a phrase -- “SOMEONE IS TRYING TO KILL ME -- THEY’RE NOT 

HUMAN -- THEY'RE SOMETHING ELSE”. 

80 INT. CHEAP APARTMENT HOUSE - HALLWAY - NIGHT 80 


ON A DOOR -- as it's opened by a harried-looking woman -- 
KATE, Walenski's wife. Bumstead stands in the hallway. 


BUMSTEAD 
Kate. How is he? 
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KATE 
Oh, the same -- he hasn't come 
out of his room in days -- 


She starts to cry. Bumstead touches her shoulder gently. 


CUT TO: 


81 INT. WALENSKI'S BEDROOM ~- NIGHT 


Bumstead enters and is assailed by a wave of putrid smells. 
The room is dark, a mess -~- overturned furniture, dirty 
clothes -- 


BUMSTEAD 
Walenski? It's me, Frank -- 


-- and there, crouched in the corner, is Walenski himself. 
Unshaven, haunted. He MUMBLES to himself as he scrawls on 
the wall with a marker -- walls covered with elaborate but 
hastily-scrawled IMAGES. 


WALENSKI 
Close the door, Frank. 


Bumstead swings the door shut. Walenski continues his 
scribbling. As Bumstead's eyes adjust, he gets a better look 
at the walls -- figures in long coats with knives, insects, 
and a legend: WE ARE LIVING IN AN ILLUSION. 


Bumstead draws closer, drops down, eye to eye with Walenksi. 


BUMSTEAD 
You left behind some unfinished 
business, Eddie. 


WALENSKI 
(unconcerned) 
Oh, that. 


BUMSTEAD 
I've been going through your old 
files -- interesting case. Could 
make a man's career. 
(treading carefully) 
Or break it. 


; WALENSKI 
Yeah, yeah, yeah. Yeah. I was 
on that case. 

BUMSTEAD 
And then what? What happened, 
Eddie? 


(CONTINUED ) 


81 


46. 


CONTINUED: 


WALENSKI 
Nothing happened, Frank. I've 
just been spending time in the 
subway, riding in circles, 
thinking in circles. There's no 
way out. I've been over every 
inch of this city -- 


A MOUSE scuttles past Walenski. With lightning reflexes he 
throws a shoe at it. The mouse runs under the bed. Walenski 
looks back at Bumstead, smiles, insane. 


BUMSTEAD 
Your wife's worried about you. 


WALENSKI 
My wife? She's not my wife. I 
don't know who she is -- I don't 
know who any of us are. 


BUMSTEAD 
I'm afraid you lost me there -- 


WALENSKI 
Do you think about the past much, 
Bumstead? 


BUMSTEAD 
(shrugs) 
As much as the next guy. 


WALENSKI 
You ever heard of a -- a kind of 
madness that can flaw someone's 
memories, create inconsistencies? 


Bumstead just looks at him. Walenski scuttles closer. 


WALENSKI 

(glares at Bumstead) 
I've been trying to remember 
things -- clearly remember things 
from my past. But the more I try 
to think back, the more it all 
Starts to unravel. None of it 
seems real -- 

(struggling) 


It! 8 like I've just been -- = Sa =, SS 


@reaming this life -- and when I 
finally wake up, I'll be somebody 
else, somebody totally different-- 
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CONTINUED: 
He stares into a dark corner. Tears stain his eyes. 


WALENSKI 
Oh, shit, Frank, you think I'd be 
in here if I could explain this 
stuff?! 


Bumstead follows Walenski’s gaze to the jagged images of the 
Strangers. 


BUMSTEAD 
You saw something didn't you? 
Something to do with the case. 


But Walenski is shaking his head now. 


WALENSKI 
You don't get it. There is no 
case. There never was -- it's 
all just a big joke. 


He wraps his arms about himself, rocking, trying to quell the 
terror which is welling up inside of him. 


Bumstead, horrified, watches this wretch that used to be his 
friend. After a moment, Walenski regains a kind of 
composure, turning away. 


WALENSKI 
(quietly) 
You should go now, Frank. 


Walenski picks up his pen, starts to work on the wall again. 
He's back in his own little world. 


Bumstead studies Walenski for a beat, then backs away. As he 
reaches the door -- 


WALENSKI 
Frank -~ 


-- Walenski looks back over his shoulder, fixing Bumstead 
with his haunted stare. 


WALENSKTI 
Stop looking for answers. Stop 
asking questions. You don't want 
to know what you'll find. 
CUT TO: 
82 INT. PUBLIC LIBRARY - NIGHT 82 
A sign reads: CITY MAP SECTION 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


A vast room, devoid of any life, crammed with towering stacks 
of old volumes. 


In a narrow space between bookshelves, MURDOCH hurriedly 
selects a SERIES OF ROLLED MAPS. 


Murdoch sits himself at a table. He spreads the documents 
out in front of him, and starts to sift through then. 


A SERIES OF MAPS ~- an arrow indicates Shell Beach is OFF the 
page on each and every one, beside it the same legend: SHELL 
BEACH NOT ON THIS MAP -- over and over again. 


MOVING ANGLE on Murdoch, getting angry -- as he walks between 
rows of shelves, looks briefly at dusty documents, then 
discards them -~ becoming angrier -- hurling, and ripping 
maps, until he is enveloped in a cloud of dust. 


MURDOCH 
This is nuts... 


Murdoch approaches a CADAVEROUS LIBRARIAN who is ensconced 
behind a book-laden desk. Behind her, a sign -- “SILENCE”. 


Murdoch sets several maps in question down in front of her. 


MURDOCH 
Why don’t any of these maps show 
the ocean? 

LIBRARIAN 


(studying them) 
That's odd -- I’ve never noticed 
that before. You're the first 
person to point that out. 


83 EXT. PUBLIC LIBRARY ~ WIGHT 


As he exits, Murdoch removes something from his pocket -~ the 
postcard -~ stares at it like it’s the answer to everything. 


HANDWRITING -~- we only GLIMPSE scrawls on the back: “Dear 
John, Having a great time... everything like it always was... 
wish you were here! - Karl” 


Murdoch flips it over to the Shell Beach scene. And now SEES 
something -- holds the postcard to examine it more closely. 


ZERO IN on a ramshackle building in the corner of the picture 
with a tiny fishing trawler moored outside. Above the door 
in faded letters: KARL HARRIS & CO. FISHERIES. 
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84 INT. BOILER ROOM - NIGHT (MEMORY) 84 


Murdoch studying the "K.H." initials on the suitcase before 
tossing it into the flames. 


85 EXT. PUBLIC LIBRARY ~ RESUME 85 


Shoving the postcard into his pocket, Murdoch runs 
frantically down the sweeping steps of the library, spots a 
phone booth, steps inside. 


MURDOCH 
(to himself) 
Karl Harris -- 


Murdoch reaches for the phone book, flipping through the 
pages. His finger runs down the column, finds the name he's 
looking for and the corresponding address. 


Murdoch tears the page from the phonebook, steps back out to 
the street. He spots a NEWS VENDOR at a kiosk, an ARRAY OF 
NEWSPAPER HEADLINES trumpeting the “KILLER'S LATEST SPREE". 


MURDOCH 
(approaching) 
Excuse me, can you tell me how to 
get to Avenue C? 


The Vendor looks up from his paper -- another KILLER 
HEADLINE, nods to a subway entrance down the street. 


VENDOR 
Try the subway. 


Murdoch just stares -- the Vendor is the same_man who was 
behind the desk at the hotel Murdoch fled fron. 


VENDOR 
You got a problem, buddy? 


Murdoch shakes his head, stepping away. 


86 INT. UNDERWORLD - CENTRAL CHAMBER - MIGHT 86 
The Strangers are at work ~-- taking care of nightly business. 


MR. BOOK holds court -- circling a vast spiral-shaped model 
of the city, pointing at various sections with his cane. The 
model resembles a big strategy table in some war room. 


MR. BOOK 
Tonight's experiments shall be 
conducted in the following 
locations -- 


(CONTINUED) 
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TWO ASSISTANT STRANGERS follow him closely, clutching pads 
and making notes as he speaks. 


The other Strangers look on obediently, but there is great 
tension among them. 


MR. BOOK 
The first subject shall be 
imprinted here in Sector Eight -- 


He points to a section of the model city, near its center. 


MR. BOOK 
Subjects two and three. They 
shall be imprinted in this 
building on Avenue F -- 


Now he points at a street near the edge of the model. 


MR. BOOK 
And on Avenue M -- 


ASSISTANT STRANGER #1 
(cuts in meekly) 
Mr. Book, there is a problem -- 


Mr. Book glares at him. Assistant Stranger #1 seems too 
frightened to continue so the other Assistant steps forward. 


ASSISTANT STRANGER #2 
There is no Avenue M, Mr. Book -- 
we were unable to complete it 
during the last Tuning -- 


Mr. Book simmers. He’d better get an explanation fast. 


ASSISTANT STRANGER #1 
(jumps in) 
During the last Tuning we 
detected a certain randomness, a 
lack of control. That has never 
sa cee before -- 


MR. BOOK 
An oils influence on the 
machines, yes? 


The Assistants both nod their heads nervously. There is much 
concerned murmuring in the Stranger’s ranks. 
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MR. BOOK 
If this is true then this man, 
Murdoch, is more powerful than we 
thought -- his gift cannot be 
allowed to flourish. 


Suddenly the Strangers are as agitated as we've seen them. 


STRANGER #1 
He becomes more dangerous by the 
moment ! 

STRANGER #2 


He is becoming -- like ys! 


MR. HAND (0.S.) 
(shouting to be heard) 
So we must become like him! 


MR. HAND has just entered with Schreber in tow. He has 
everyone's attention, including Mr. Book’s. 


MR. HAND 
Other methods have failed! We 
must think as he does, feel as he 
does -- stay one step ahead. 


Mr. Hand indicates Schreber -- who blinks repeatedly, wipes 
at his brow with a handkerchief. 


Mr. HAND 
The good Doctor has done as we 
asked -- 
(glares at Schreber) 
Yes? 


Schreber nods subserviently, reaches into his bag, holding up 
a vial labeled "JOHN MURDOCH”. 


SCHREBER 
The life and times of John 
Murdoch, Volume Two. 

87 INT. UNDERWORLD - CENTRAL CHAMBER ~ LATER 


Mr. Hand lies on what might be an operating table. The other 
Strangers look on. 


Dr. Schreber seems particularly nervous as he prepares the 
Murdoch memory syringe. 


Stranger #1 speaks for many when he voices concern over what 
they are attempting. 
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CONTINUED: 
STRANGER #1 
We must not do this. We are not 
ready. 
MR. BOOK 
What Mr. Hand proposes is our 
only option. 
MR. WALL 


But Murdoch does not possess his 
memories, yes -- 

(to Mr. Hand). 
How will his imprint allow us to 


find him? 
MR. HAND 
We will know everything about him 


~- he is searching for his past - 
- everywhere he goes, everyone he 
seeks out -- will be known to me. 


STRANGER #2 
But to imprint one of us -- 
failure has always resulted. 
(cautiously) 
Perhaps we have forgotten what 
happened last time -- ? 


MR. WALL 
(head bowed, sadly) 
Yes. Poor, poor Mr. -~- 


MR. BOOK 
We have not forgotten. If Mr. 
Hand wishes to make this -- 
sacrifice -- for the better good, 
80 be it. 
(losing patience) 
Imprint! 


Schreber looks back one last time at Mr. Book then -- 


SCHREBER 
(to Mr. Hand, 
sarcastic) 
This may sting a bit -- 


Schreber steels himself and injects the syringe into Mr. 
Hand's forehead. The Strangers all look on silently. 


Mr. Hand TENSES, his body spasms violently -- he clutches 
Schreber's wrist tightly. The Doctor CRIES OUT in pain, 
tearing himself free, backing away -- 
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MOVE IN on Mr. Hand's face, his eyes defocus. We hear the 
SOUND OF SURF, SEA BREEZE, SEAGULLS crying... 


A door opens and we are... 
88 ON THE BEACH 88 


A little BOY runs across soft sand -- laughing, full of life 
and -- 


Now we're rushing forward, faster and faster. A SERIES OF 
MEMORY FLASHES -- Murdoch's life played out in short bursts: 


89 Murdoch at age nine, in his bedroom, sketching in a book -- 8&9 


90 Murdoch swaddled in a blanket, curled in a FIREMAN'S arms 90 
as flames consume a house -- 


91 Murdoch as an adult, having dinner with Emma, she's 91 
LAUGHING, then making love with him, then -- 


91A ~-- we are at the hotel room where our story began. The 91A 
victim -- her terrified face, SCREAMING as she tries to fend 
off a knife attack. Increasingly chaotic violent images -- 


Murdoch turns to view himself in the hotel mirror, bloody 
knife in hand -- 


-~- and then Murdoch's reflection becomes that of Mr. Hand, 
the new owner of these tormented memories. 


92 INT. UNDERWORLD - RESUME 92 
Mr. Book steps closer ~- his piercing eyes watching Mr. Hand. 
Schreber and the other Strangers back away, giving themselves 

a cautious distance. 


MR. BOOK 
Is it -- done? 


CLOSE on Mr. Hand as he stands, eyes darting around the room. 
A pin-prick hole in the center of his forehead. A strange 
kind of smile creeping across his thin lips. 
MR. HAND 
Yes, Mr. Book -- I have John 
Murdoch -- in mind. 
CuT TO: 

93 INT. SUBWAY - NIGHT 93 


Murdoch makes his way down the subway platform. A TRAIN has 
just pulled in the station. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


Murdoch passes a DERELICT asleep on a bench, a MAN SWEEPING. 
He sees a poster version of the billboard he saw earlier, 
framed in a cracked glass case -- 


A REFLECTION in the glass -~ a figure in a long black coat 
LOOMING behind him. Murdoch turns with a gasp, bumping into 
-~ not a Stranger but an ORDINARY MAN. 


WHISTLE blows! Murdoch turns and jumps onto the train. The 
doors close after him and the train chugs off. 


94 INT. SUBWAY TRAIN - NIGET 


Sparsely populated carriage. A middle-aged SECRETARY SNORES. 
A pair of BUSINESSMEN reading newspapers. 


The train is into a tunnel now. RUSHING blackness out the 
windows, the lights in the carriage flicker off momentarily. 


Then as the lights come back on Murdoch notices something 
that makes his eyes widen. He grabs a hand strap to study a 
MAP of the subway system. 


ZERO IN ON -- "Shell Beach" -- a station at the end of the 
line! Trouble is -- as Murdoch looks around -~- he's on a 
blue train and Shell Beach is on a green line. He runs his 
finger along the diagram, locating the point at which the two 
lines intersect. 


95 INT. ANOTHER PLATFORM - NIGHT 


A sign clearly indicates "GREEN LINE". A green-line train 
al ta a the station. Murdoch moves away from the wall to 
board it. 


96 INT. GREEN TRAIN - NIGHT 


Murdoch stands, staring at another subway map -- at those 
magic words “Shell Beach" at the end of the line. The train 
pulls into another station -- where an ANNOUNCEMENT is made. 


P.A. VOICE 
All change, Platform 3, all 
change. 


The few passengers in the carriage all get up, GRUMBLING. 


MURDOCH 
(stopping a YOUTH) 
What does that mean, all change? 
I'm trying to get to the end of 
the line. 


YOUTH 
~~ You want the Express, buddy. 


94 


95 
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97 EXT. EXPRESS TRAIN - NIGHT 


“SHELL BEACH” say the letters at the front of this train as 
it ROARS into the station -- nosing toward the other end of 
the platform -- where Murdoch stands waiting. 


He can't believe it -- but the train keeps going, right past 
him without ever stopping. 


MURDOCH 
(chases down a station 
STAFF MEMBER) 
Hey -- how come that train didn't 
stop! 


STAFF MEMBER 
(as if the answer is 
obvious ) 
That was the Express. 


98 INT. A SUBWAY STATION CORRIDOR - NIGHT 


Murdoch has made the mistake of asking directions from an 
OVERLY-HELPFUL MAN -- who's unfolding his own personal copy 
of the subway map every which way. 


HELPFUL MAN 
-- westbound yed train to Central 
Terminal, transfer to south-bound 
yellow train to Junction Four, 
that's your best bet. 


99 INT. ANOTHER SUBWAY TRAIN ~ NIGHT 


Murdoch is getting panicked now. Clutching the handrail, 
anticipating the next station. He's first off when the doors 
open but -- 


100 INT. SUBWAY STATION - SAME 


-- all his pent-up energy suddenly dissipates. He stops 
rushing to the next place and freezes instead. 


The same derelict from before is lying on a bench. Murdoch's 
head spins -- the game poster torn at the corner flaps in the 


breeze. The game man with broom walks by. 
Guess what? He's back where he started! 

CUT TO: 
100A EXT. LIMBO ROOM - NIGHT 


Emma heads home for the evening as a ROTUND BARMAN locks up 
and wishes her a goodnight. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 
She makes her way down the street as we REVEAL -- 


BUMSTEAD sitting in his parked car, in a darkened corner of 
the street, watching her go. 


He holds up Schreber’s card «- studying it. 
CUT TO: 
101 INT. MAY'S BUILDING ~ CORRIDOR - WIGHT 101 


A door appears where none existed before. Shadowy figures 
step out. A GLOVED HAND knocks on May's door. 


After a moment the door swings open. May is smiling, tying 
her robe around her waist, but suddenly looks frightened --— 


MR. HAND 


stands in the corridor. Behind him are Mr. Sleep, Mr. Wall, 
and MR. RAIN (who has replaced poor, poor Mr. Quick). 


May moves to speak, alarmed -- Mr. Wall fires his hand out to 
her throat, silencing her. 


MR. HAND 
We are looking for John Murdoch. 


With an almost lustful (for a Stranger) look at her and the 
provocative way she's dressed, Mr. Hand enters last, shutting 
the door behind him. 


102 INT. MAY'S APARTMENT ~ NIGHT 102 


Signs of violence, furniture overturned. Mr. Rain and Mr. 
Wall pace about the room, frustrated. 


MAY 


cowers in the corner, her face bruised, hair in disarray, 
streaks of mascara and tears soiling her cheeks. Mr. Sleep 
crouches before her, his child-like eyes gleaming, a finger 
to his lips to signal silence. 


MR. RAIN 
She knows nothing, Mr. Hand. 


Mr. Hand stands by the window, his back to us. 
MR. HAND 
(nodding) 


A dead end, yes, Mr. Rain. 
(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


MR. WALL 
We thought his imprint would 
allow us to track him, yes? But 
instead we have been brought here 
~-- this is irrational -- 


MR. HAND 
(cutting him off) 
8 are irrational. And we 
must follow, where they lead, 
yes. 


Mr. Sleep is impatient with Mr. Hand's new “human” memories 
-- he whispers something to Mr. Rain. 


MR. RAIN 
Mr. Sleep suggests he may go to 
places familiar -- his job, yes? 


Mr. Rain speaks cautiously now, fearful of the “human* spell 
Mr. Hand seems to be under. 


MR. HAND 
(an edge of disdain) 
We do not care for our job. 


! MR. RAIN 
Indulge us, Mr. Hand -- 
(prompting) 
-- If you were Mr. Murdoch, yes? 


A faraway look comes over Mr. Hand. He's remembering. 


MR. HAND 
e- If I was Mr. Murdoch -- I would 
-- remember how my wife had hurt 
me, by sleeping with another man -- 


103 ON MR. HAND -- we SEE FLASHES of memories ~-- Emma at her 103 

104 nightclub, seen from a distance, kissing a man who obviously 104 

105 is not Murdoch -- LATER angrily confronted by Murdoch -- 105 
MR. HAND 


=-- and I would look for a way to 
hurt her back. 


Mr. Hand turns away from the window now, wincing as if he 
were in pain. . His shadow falls over the frightened May. We 
see him slip something from the folds of his coat -- a 


dagger. 


MR. HAND 
Leave me alone with her. There 
is work to be done. 


See 
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105A INT. DR. SCHREBER'S OFFICE/INNER SANCTUM - NIGHT 105A 


Schreber sits stiffly behind a desk. Bumstead is seated 
before him. 


BUMSTEAD 
Did Mr. Murdoch ever say anything 
to you about men who may be after 
him, threatening him? 


SCHREBER 
No -- I hadn't heard anything 
like that. But it wouldn’t 
surprize me, he may be delusional 


Bumstead stands and begins to pace about the r -- 


BUMSTEAD 
What is it that you do here, 
Doctor? 


Bumstead casually studies a NOTEPAD lying open on a bench to 
the side of the room -- 


SCHREBER 
I help people, I solve problems ~- 
much like yourself, Inspector -- 


At the top of the notepad we see "JOHN MURDOCH - AVERAGE 
INTELLIGENCE, PARENTS DECEASED". Beneath that: "EMMA - 
ESTRANGED WIFE, NO CHILDREN" <- 


Schreber tries to see what Bumstead is looking at. 


SCHREBER 
But my real work is researching 
memory function. Primitive 
experiments all these -- 


He indicates the maze and other equipment about the room. 


SCHREBER 
-- But perhaps one day they will 
lead us to a better understanding 
of the human mind -- 


BUMSTEAD 
Interesting. 
; (looks to Schreber) 
You think this -- condition -- of 
Murdoch’s is genuine? as 0 : 
You seem something of an = : 


authority on the subject -- maybe 
he got the idea from you. 


(CONTINUED) 


CONTINUED: 
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SCHREBER 
(stands up, a bit 
huffy) 
As I've said, it's no act. 


BUMSTEAD 
So is Murdoch insane then? 


SCHREBER 
I would at the very least 
categorize him as dangerous. 


BUMSTEAD 
Is he capable of murder? 


SCHREBER 
That, I can’t answer, Inspector. 
Though I think we'll both rest a 
little easier when John Murdoch 
is safely in custody. 


Bumstead steps closer to Schreber now. 


BUMSTEAD 
Something troubles me, Doctor. 
(beat) 
When I met Murdoch, he didn’t 
strike me as insane. Under the 
circumstances he seemed extremely 
rational 


SCHREBER 
But you said he believes there’s 
someone after him? 


BUMSTEAD 
(thoughtful) 
Exactly, Doctor. 


(moves to the door) 
Thankyou for your co-operation -- 


SCHREBER 
-- by all means, Inspector. 


CuT TO: 


106 EXT. STREET - NIGHT 


Murdoch comes out of a subway exit, looks to the street sign 
~~ “AVENUE C“. He heads down the street, checking the 
address on the phone book page. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


Presently he comes to a SMALL DOOR in the side of a building. 
A sign depicts an underwater scene -- fish, sea-weed, 
bubbles. Dominating is a GREEN SCALED KING NEPTUNE. 


Murdech double-checks the address -~ yep, this is the place. 
107. EXT. NEPTUNE'S KINGDOM - SAME 

Murdoch steps in front of a ticket booth. There's a POSTER 
next to the ticket window: Welcome to NEPTUNE'S KINGDOM. 
The lights are off inside -~ a sign reads “CLOSED”. 


Murdoch looks up -- SEES a LIGHT in one of the windows 
upstairs. He reaches for a DOOR BELL, presses it. 


Soon a VOICE calls down from one of the windows up above. 


VOICE 
Who is it? 


MURDOCH 
(calling out) 
I'm looking for Karl Harris -- 


A beat passes. Then the DOOR BUZZES. Murdoch pushes on it 
-~ it opens. 


108 INT. NEPTUNE'S KINGDOM - NIGHT 


Murdoch enters. A dark room full of BUBBLING NOISES -- an 
AQUARIUM. Corridors meander between large glass panels that 
look into illuminated tanks of sea creatures. 


There’s a stairway in the back -- a chair lift for invalids 
is installed next to it. Murdoch climbs the stairs. 


109 INT. KARL'S APARTMENT - WIGHT 


Murdoch finds himself in an entrance hall -- a large number 
of MOUNTED FISH, all shapes and sizes, line the hall. 


VOICE (0.S.) 
Johnny? 


Murdoch turns to see an OLD MAN in pajamas sitting in a 
WHEELCHAIR. This is KARL HARRIS. A cigarette dangles 
permanently from his mouth. 


KARL 
It's been so damn long, I thought 
you'd forgotten your Uncle Karl 
-- then Emma called and told me 
you had! 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


Karl laughs at his own terrible joke. He wheels over, grabs 
the surprised Murdoch around the waist and hugs him tight. 


MURDOCH 
Uncle -- Karl. 


CUT TO: 
110 INT. MURDOCH APARTMENT ~- NIGHT 110 
ON THE FRAMED PHOTO of Murdoch and Emma smiling together. 


REVEAL MR. HAND looking at the photo. Mr. Sleep and the 
others step INTO VIEW -- they all look to Mr. Hand, hoping 
for an insight to Murdoch's whereabouts. 


MR. HAND 
We've been here before. 


MR. WALL 
This was to be his home, yes. 


MR. HAND 
(more precise) 
We were here ~~ last night. 


They huddle around the ASHTRAY next to the chair Murdoch was 
sitting in -- where the butt of his cigarette lies. 


‘Mr. Hand picks up the photo. 


MR. HAND 
That was when we loved her. 


MR. RAIN 
(growing impatient) 
This is all well and good, Mr. 
Hand. We require a more pra 
link to his present whereabouts. 


Mr. Hand turns slowly -- again, as if he were experiencing 
great pain. 


MR. HAND 
Yes -- 
(recovering) 
-- and I know where to look. 


cuT TO: 


62. 


i111 EXT. RIVERSIDE - NIGHT 111 


Emma walks home from work. She's come to a strikingly 
romantic spot -- a riverbank walkway, lined with the 
occasional bench, overlooking the water, bridge looming 
nearby, lights twinkling on the other side. 


Emma goes deliberately to a particular bench, sits. MOVE IN 
on her pretty face, reflecting her contemplative mood. 


VOICE (0.S.) 
We're very lucky, when you think 
about it. 


She hadn't noticed a shadowy figure standing at the railing 
looking out at the dark water. As the CAMERA PUSHES IN we 
see that it's Mr. Hand, his face hidden in shadow. 


EMMA 
Excuse me? 


Emma takes him for an elderly gentleman, well-dressed, out 
for an evening stroll. Mr. Hand gestures, elaborating. 


MR. HAND 
-~ to be able to revisit those 
places which have meant something 
to us. 


EMMA 
Are we? I thought it was more 
that we were haunted by them. 


MR. HAND 
Perhaps. But imagine a life 
alien to yours in which your 
memories were not your own, but 
shared by every other of your 
kind. Imagine the torment of 
such a life. No experiences to 
call your own. 


Emma stares intently, rather mesmerized by him. 


EMMA 
If it was all you knew, maybe it 
would be a comfort. 


MR. HAND 
But if you were to learn 
different, if you were to 
discover something better -- 


Though Mr. Hand's face is fairly expressionless, we perceive 
that it's exactly a longing for these persona] (i.e. human) 
memories that propels his desires. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


MR. HAND 
There used to be a ferry. When I 
was a boy. Biggest thing you ever 
saw, like a floating birthday cake. 


Emma looks up suddenly. A chill passes through her. She 
stands, goes to the rail, drawn mysteriously to Mr. Hand, 
wanting a better look. 
EMMA 
That's just what my husband once 
said to me. On this very spot. 


MR. HAND 
Where is your husband now? 


EMMA 
(saddens) 
I only wish I knew... 
(pause) 
What brings you here? 


MR. HAND 
I -- met my wife at this place. 


Emma nearly smiles at what she thinks is a coincidence. 
EMMA 
It's where I first met my 
husband. 
Mr. Hand turns, looks at her a long time before replying. 


MR. HAND 
Small world. 


He takes a step towards her -- we're unsure of how he will 
act next -- but he merely tips his hat and moves past her. 


Emma shivers, watching him recede into the shadows. 
Presently, something else catches her eye. 


THE FLASHING AUTOMAT SIGN 
in the distance: FOOD, AUTOMAT, FOOD, AUTOMAT 
CuT TO: 
112 INT. KARL'S APARTMENT - NIGHT 112 
IMAGES of Murdoch's childhood: FAMILY portraits CLICK by. 


Murdoch and Uncle Karl are having a SLIDE-SHOW. Karl runs 
the projector. The room is thick with cigarette smoke. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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KARL 
That’s your Aunt Sally. That big 
guy is Herb, her husband -- I.Q. 
of a slug, but could that guy 


eat! 
Karl flicks through several images of family members. 


KARL 
Johnny, I been thinking -- this 
amnesia business must be gtress, 
that’s all -- you need a long 
rest and... 


MURDOCH 
Wait. 


Karl stops on one particular shot -- YOUNG MURDOCH (about 
nine) in the front yard of a beach house. 


MURDOCH 
Is that me? 


Karl nods. Murdoch stands and walks to the screen. He 
examines the image, notices a BILLBOARD SIGN in the 
background of the picture: WELCOME TO SHELL BEACH! it says. 


MURDOCH 
Shell Beach is where I grew up? 


KARL 
Yep, that’s what I said. Your 
home town. J used to take you 
out on the boat all the time -- 


Murdoch leans in close to Karl. 


MURDOCH 
(anxious) 
I need to get there, Karl -- how 
do I get to Shell Beach? 


KARL 
(shakes head slowly) 
Oh, I haven't been there in 
years, haven't been out the front 
door in three... 


Murdoch grips Karl’s chair, glares at his uncle. — 
MURDOCH 
Come on! You must remember -- 
you must have some idea! 


(CONTINUED ) 
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KARL 
(troubled) 
Sorry, Johnny. You'd be relying on 
the fading memory of an old man. 


Frustrated, Murdoch turns away, studies the slide, totally 
absorbed by it. And he has every right to be -- these images 
offer the first real glimpses of daylight he's seen. 


MURDOCH 
(re: picture) 
It's so -- bright there, the 
sky's so blue... 


KARL 
Brighter times, I guess. 


MURDOCH'S POV -- the nine~year old Murdoch smiling at camera. 
ZERO IN on a small black notebook. the boy clutches in his 
hand. On the cover a colorful scrawl in child's handwriting: 
GUIDE TO SHELL BEACH -- BY JOHNNY MURDOCH AGE 9. 


KARL 

(sees Murdoch looking) 

You were always scribbling in 
that damn book -- 


Karl changes the slide: an image of a young Karl with another 
YOUNG MAN standing next to a fisherman's boat. 


KARL 
That’s me and your pa. What a 
couple of handsome fools! That was 
back when I still had my sea legs -- 


Karl studies the photo, eyes full of longing for times 
passed. 


MURDOCH 
What happened to. my parents? 
Where are they now? 


Karl looks at him blankly. His eyes go blink <~ blink. 


KARL 
They're dead, Johnny. They died 
when the house burnt down. I 
looked after you. You don't 
remember, really? 


Murdoch just shakes his head. Karl flicks on another slide. 
Murdoch as a boy again. MOVE IN on a grainy section -- a 
stripe on his arm. Murdoch points -- 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 
MURDOCH 


(leans close) 
What's that? It looks like -- 


sear. 
KARL 

Huh? That’s right. Cut yourself 

pretty bad -- in the fire. 
Murdoch is wearing a short-sleeved shirt in the sunny. 
picture. But in the here and now he has to unbutton a cuff, 
roll up his sleeve to show Uncle Karl -- no scar. 
Karl grips Murdoch's arm, looks up at him. 


KARL 
Johnny, what does it mean? 


Murdoch looks at the piles of slides Karl has been picking 
from. With a wave of his scarless arm he KNOCKS them all 
over the room. 


MURDOCH 
It means these are lies! 


Uncle Karl looks scared. 
CuT TO: 
113 EXT. AUTOMAT - NIGHT 113 


Emma stands across the street from the automat. Through the 
windows we can see the SAME TWO COPS shooting the breeze. 


In the alley to the right of the automat, we can see the 
stairs leading up to May's apartment -- a RED LIGHT glowing 
in the curtained window above. 


As Emma starts across the street towards the apartment, we 
see a SHADOWY FIGURE appear behind her. 


114 %INT. MAY'S APARTMENT - LOUNGE - NIGHT 114 
We see Emma in the hall -- the door is already open a crack. 


EMMA 
Hello? 


No answer. Emma swings the door open wider -- — ——- —— -—— 
It's dark, just the red light in the window to guide our way. 

Emma takes note of the overturned furniture, sees a FIGURE 

through the beaded curtain. 


Emma pushes through the beaded curtain -- 


67. 


115 INT. MAY'S APARTMENT - BEDROON ~ NIGHT 115 


May sits at her vanity, her back to us. It's only as Emma 
draws closer that she sees May's hands have been bound behind 
the back of the chair. In the vanity mirror we catch a 
glimpse of May's face -- eyes open and unseeing, spirals 
carved in her flesh -- 


Emma MOANS and turns to flee, bumping into a FIGURE who has 
stepped up behind her -- Emma SCREAMS, only it's -- 


-- Bumstead who stands before her now, clutching her wrists 
to keep her from striking at him. He releases her and 


together the two of them work at regaining their respective 
composure. 


EMMA 
(shocked, relieved) 
What are you doing here?! 


BUMSTEAD 
I've been following you -- 


Bumstead steps past Emma. 


BUMSTEAD 
Looks like my hunch paid off. 


Bumstead stares dispassionately at May's corpse. 
116 INT. LOUNGE - MOMENTS LATER 116 
Emma is still badly shaken. Bumstead speaks softly. 


BUMSTEAD 
Why are you here, Mrs. Murdoch? 


Emma looks back to the beaded curtain with dread. 


EMMA 
My husband told me he'd been 
here. He said he wanted to test 
himself, make sure he wasn't 
capable of -- oh God -- 


The words catch in Emma‘s throat. She stifles a sob, doesn't 
know what to think now. 


EMMA 
I wanted to talk to her -- I 
thought that maybe she could help 
me find him -- 


Bumstead sighs, nodding. He's not unsympathetic. He puts a 
hand on her shoulder, trying to be reassuring. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


BUMSTEAD 
Stay here. I'll call the 
station. 


Emma nods absently as Bumstead moves to the phone, dials -- 


BUMSTEAD 
(on phone) 
It's Bumstead. Get me Stromboli -- 


Emma looks around the trashed apartment, her eyes coming to a 
stop on the WOODEN SCREEN. 


As Bumstead's PROCEDURAL VOICE drones on in the background, 
Emma finds herself drawn towards the adjoining room. 


117 INT. MAY'S APARTMENT - ADJOINING ROOM - SAME 


Emma enters. Small, neat -=- a double bed, various 
possessions. CHILDREN'S DRAWINGS are pinned to the walls -- 


Emma looks back towards the lounge. CAMERA MOVES IN 
steadily, into a crack running along the length of the wooden 
screen. We can SEE MOVEMENT as Bumstead paces on the other 
side -- 


Emma hears a NOISE, looks to the bed. She bends down, 
cautious, lifts the bedspread. In the shadows underneath, 
she can make out a FACE. 


TIGHTEN ON A LITTLE GIRL -- hiding. Terrified, she edges 
away from Emma. The girl has been drawing, scribbling with 
crayons on a piece of paper. 

118 INT. MAY'S APARTMENT - ADJOINING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER 


Bumstead enters to find Emma cradling the near-catatonic girl 
in her arms. Bumstead'’s eyes widen in surprise. 


BUMSTEAD 
Where the hell did she come from? 


EMMA 
I found her hiding. 


Emma reaches for the drawing the girl was working on. 
EMMA 
She was drawing this -- 
(nods towards screen) 
She saw what happened here -- 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED : 


Emma hands Bumstead the drawing. He studies the crumpled 
sheet of paper, shocked. 


BUMSTEAD'S POV ~=- a DRAWING. Four men, stick figures, 
dressed in black, one with an impossibly big knife, slashes 
at a screaming woman. Unmistakable -- Strangers. 


119 EXT. MAY'S BUILDING - NIGHT : 119 


Emma carries the little girl, holding her to her breast as 
they come out, sees her safely transferred into the hands of 
a POLICE SOCIAL WORKER. The child is driven away. 


Emma stands there, feeling helpless. Husselbeck appears 
beside her, bringing her coat, covers her shoulders with it. 


HUSSELBECK 
Are you ready to go home, Mrs. 
Murdoch? 


EMMA 
(nodding to a nearby 
sedan) 
The Inspector was going to take 
me -- 


She heads down the street towards -- 
BUMSTEAD'S CAR 


Bumstead sits behind the wheel. The accordion case is open 
on the passenger seat next to him, revealing the splendid 
instrument. Bumstead traces his fingers silently over the 
keys, then looks up -- Emma is watching him. 


It‘s beautiful. 


BUMSTEAD 
(explaining, 
embarrassed) 
It was a gift from my mother. She 
died recently. I keep it with me 
-~ reminds me of her. 


EMMA 
(moved) 
I’m sorry. 


ees —e- es 


Bumstead smiles softly. He puts the instrument into its 
case, closing the lid. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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BUMSTEAD 
Funny though -- I've forgotten 
when she gave it to me -- how do 
you think I could forget a thing 
dike that? 


Bumstead looks at Emma -- an odd expression on his face now. 


BUMSTEAD 
Do you think about the past much, 
Mrs. Murdoch? 


Emma doesn't answer -- glances back at May's building, her 
thoughts in turmoil. She looks to Bumstead, frightened. 


EMMA 
What's happening, Inspector? 


BUMSTEAD 
(shaking his head) 
I'm not sure I know anymore. 


120 INT. UNDERWORLD - NIGHT 


In the Repository of Souls, Schreber is hard at work -- 
diligently mixing up another batch of memories. He's 
Startled as he notices Mr. Book stepping up behind him. 


MR. BOOK 
What’s this, Doctor? 


SCHREBER 
(nervously) 
A little experiment of my own 
~- it’s nothing. 


Mr. Book gives him a quizical look -- then goes on. 


MR.BOOK 
You have been in contact with 
Murdoch, yes. 


Caught off guard Schreber splutters. Mr. Book gestures -- 
Schreber is abruptly lifted up into the air then spun around 
so that he is suspended there upside down. 


SCHREBER 
Yes -~ I mean, no -- that is, I 
saw him, but we didn't speak -- 
MR. BOOK 
You think us fools, Schreber! 
Mr. Hand saw you! What one sees 
“- we all see. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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Schreber looks terrified as he flails helplessly in mid-air. 


MR. BOOK 
Why does he not gjeep as the 
others do, Doctor? We take 
measures to ensure they al) 
comply to our routine. 


SCHREBER 
(groping) 
Perhaps he's a step up the 
evolutionary ladder -- a freak of 
nature -- he’s adapting to 


survive. 


Mr. Book seems satisfied with this, but Schreber -- too much 


blood rushing to his head now -- foolishly goes on -- 


SCHREBER 
You should be pleased -- that’s 
the purpose of your little zoo, 
isn’t it?! Maybe you’ve finally 
found what you've been looking 
for, and it’s going to bite you 
on your... 


Mr. Book turns away, as if losing interest in Schreber -- 
resulting in the poor doctor plummeting back to the floor. 


MR. BOOK 
It requires us a life-time to 
master our gifts. The idea that 
a simple man could develop the 
ability to Tune -- 


Schreber picks himself up, massaging his head. 


SCHREBER 
-- is outrageous, I know, I know, 
but what other explanation is 
there? 


Mr. Book circles Schreber silently -- then leans in close, 
eye to eye with Schreber now. 


MR. BOOK 
He has tried to speak with you 
before, yes. Perhaps he will do 
so again. 
Schreber nods, the implication is clear. 


The deep CHIMING signifying it’s time for another TUNING 
fills the room. Mr. Book spins and leaves. 


CuT TO: 


72. 


121 Ir. KARL'S APARTMENT - GUEST BEDROOM - NIGHT 121 


Murdoch and Karl] stand in the open doorway. It was Murdoch's 
when he was a boy. Some things have been put away, but there 
are still a few mementos from his childhood. 


KARL 
I left everything like it was. 
You can sleep here tonight. 


Murdoch takes a last look back at the assorted weird mounted 
sea-life in the corridor. 


MURDOCH 
What exactly is this place, Karl? 


KARL 
(proudly) 
Oh, just the biggest money 
spinning tourist attraction in 
the city, that’s all! 


Murdoch nods and smiles awkwardly. He steps into the room, 
looks around, steps across to a small desk by the window. 


There's a picture of Murdoch and his parents, framed on the 
desk. Murdoch looks at it. Then he opens the drawer in the 
desk -- 


KARL 
Giad to have you back, even if it 
is for just a night. 


The old man navigates his wheelchair back and around and 
heads down the hall 


Now Murdoch notices a WALL CLOCK -- it reads 11:43. Murdoch 
looks troubled suddenly. He glances to a NEARBY WINDOW. 
Outside it’s dark -- dark as it’s ever been. 


MURDOCH 
Karl! 


Karl stops and looks around. 
MURDOCH 


(indicates clock) 
Is that the right time? 


; KARL 
Sure. That clock’s kept perfect —- Ee SS eS 


time since I bought it. 


MURDOCH 
Is that A.M. or P.M.? 


(CONTINUED) 


73. 


CONTINUED: 


Karl looks scared again ~- then glances to the window and the 
darkness beyond. Karl looks back at Murdoch, now finally 
convinced his nephew’s gone insane. 


KARL 
(forced smile) 
What do you think, Johnny? 


MURDOCH 
I don’t get it, I must have 
missed a day -- that isn’t 
possible -- 


KARL 
You're tired -- anything’s 
possible. Get some sleep. We'll 
straighten this all out tomorrow. 


Karl turns and heads down the hall -- leaving Murdoch alone, 
staring into space lost in thought. Murdoch happens to 
glance down at the drawer he opened earlier -- 


Inside he finds a small dog-eared DRAWING-BOOK. 


It's the book he saw earlier in one of the slides: GUIDE TO 
SHELL BEACH -- BY JOHNNY MURDOCH AGE 9. 


He picks up the book and opens it, flips through faster and 
faster, increasingly disturbed. 


HIS POV -- pages flip past -- all of them utterly BLANK. 


Murdoch -- VIEW from the back -- hunched over the desk as a 
SOB of sorrow and loss escapes him. 


122 %XINT. KARL'S APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 122 


Karl wheels in, looks nervously back down the hall toward 
Murdoch's room. Then turns his gaze to the telephone. 


CUT TO: 
123 INT. THE MURDOCH APARTMENT - NIGHT 123 


The phone is RINGING. The door opens ~- Emma and Bumstead 
step inside. Emma hurries to the phone. 


. EMMA 
Hello? 

(listening) 
-- I know -- he's not himself. 
Just keep him there, I'll be 
right over. Thank you, Karl. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 
She hangs up, turns to -- Bumstead, who is standing nearby. 


BUMSTEAD 
I can't make any promises, Mrs. 
Murdoch. We'll just have to play 
it out as it comes. 


Emma nods. The two of them head for the door. A curtain 
FLOWS in a sudden draft and we move OUT THE WINDOW TO -- 


124 EXT. MURDOCH'S APARTMENT - MIGHT 124 


MR. HAND -- on the fire escape. His hands ghake uncontrollably 
~-- it takes great will on his behalf to stop them. The first 
real signs of sejection of his human memories. 


MR. HAND 
Karl -- Uncle Karl. Haven't seen 
you in so long, yes. 


Mr. Hand steps back and floats upwards into the sky. 


Below him, we see Bumstead and Emma exiting the building, 
making their way towards Bumstead's car. 


125 INT. UNDERWORLD - CENTRAL CHAMBER ~ NIGHT 125 
THE GREAT METAL FACE splits apart to REVEAL -- the BIG CLOCK. 
MR. BOOK appears in the foreground. 


MR. BOOK 
Let the Tuning commence! 


The Strangers are gathered around the roots of the city once 
again, CHANTING, their VOICES builjding in VOLUME. 


MR. BOOK 
Shut it down. 


The SWITCH is thrown. 
CcuT TO 


126 INT. KARL'S APARTMENT ~ LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 126 


Karl turns in his wheelchair away from the phone -- SEES 
Murdoch standing in the doorway, clutching the scrapbook. 
Murdoch turns to leave. Karl calls after him, following in 
his wheelchair. 


KARL 
Johnny, we just want to help. If 
you're in some kind of trouble 
then -- 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 
Murdoch stops, looks back to see -- 
Karl slumped forward in his wheelchair, dead to the world. 
Murdoch spins, looks to the clock on the wall -—- midnight. 
cuT TO: 
127 INT. BUMSTEAD'S CAR - NIGHT 127 


The car is stopped at an intersection. Bumstead is slumped 
over the wheel. Emma leans against the passenger side. 
CUT TO: 
128 %INT. KARL'S APARTMENT - NIGHT 128 


Murdoch hears the eerie CREAKING NOISE, goes to the window, 
draws aside the curtain. 


129 EXT. ALLEYWAY ~ SAME 129 


IN THE ALLEYWAY BELOW -- three figures enter Karl‘s building. 
The last one stops and looks up. Even from this distance 
it's recognizably Mr. Sleep. 


130 INT. NEPTUNE'S KINGDOM - NIGHT 130 


Murdoch descends the stairs and hides behind a large fish 
tank. He watches the Strangers enter and go upstairs. 


MR. SLEEP stays behind -- instinctively looks towards Murdoch 
-- SEES his face through the cloudy water of the tank. 


Suddenly the tank is TIPPING OVER, falling towards Mr. Sleep 
who can only back off in horror. Murdoch, having pushed it 
over, RUNS. 


The tank SMASHES in front of Mr. Sleep -- he’s up against a 
wall -- a tide of water and flapping fish advances towards 
the Stranger’s feet, almost, but not quite touching his toes. 
He HISSES inhumanly at the water. 


131 j<INT. KARL'S BUILDING - WIGHT 131 
Murdoch runs down a corridor, looks up at a stairway to the 

roof, starts up -- but as he goes, the stairs keep extending, 

the top moving. out of reach. Murdoch almost falls, catches 

himself, forces himself to climb faster -- pulling himself to___.. .___ 


the top. 


by one omeermanyen eer 
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132 EXT. KARL'S BUILDING - ROOF ~- NIGHT 132 


Murdoch emerges from a hatch, crawls up the slope of the roof 
to its rim -- where he has a bird's-eye view of the 
metamorphosis the city is undergoing all around him. 


Murdoch gauges the distance between Karl's roof and the next 
building. He steels himself, takes a running start as -- 


MR. BRAND 


rises up to block his way, having levitated himself from the 
alley below. 


MR. HAND 
Mr. Murdoch -- you have been the 
cause of much distress, yes. 


The Stranger says this as he steps forward. What Murdoch 
doesn’t see is that Mr. Hand holds his dagger concealed 
behind him. 


Mr. Band suddenly lashes out -- as Murdoch falls back the 
dagger cuts the air inches from his nose -- 


But now Mr. Hand hesitates, his hands are shaking again -- 


CRACK! Murdoch punches Mr. Hand across the jaw. As the 
Stranger goes down, he drops the dagger -- 


Murdoch scoops the weapon up. He lifts Mr. Hand from behind, 
holds him about the neck with his forearm, placing the dagger 
against Mr. Hand's forehead. 


MR. HAND 
There is no need for this -- 


MURDOCH 
Not if you start talking! 


MR. HAND 
You cannot escape, Mr. Murdoch. 
Look around you. You see what we 
are capable of -- 
Aindicates city 
changing) 
The city is ours. We made it. 


MURDOCH 
That's not possible -- 


MR. HAND 
But it is. Each night we revise 
it, refine it, add or subtract 
elements as we see fit -- all of 
this in order to learn. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED : 


Murdoch tightens his strangle-hold on Mr. Hand's throat. 


Learn what?! 


MR. HAND 
About you, Mr. Murdoch. You and 
your fellow inhabitants -- what 


makes you human. 


MURDOCH 
Why?! 


MR. HAND 
(choking, hoarse 
whisper) 
We want to be like you. 


Murdoch's hold relaxes ever so slightly -- he so desperately 
wants to make sense of this nightmare. Mr. Hand senses an 
opening. He speaks, gently now -- almost hypnotically. We 
move in on his soulless eyes. 


MR. HAND 
i understand you, Mr. Murdoch 
-- more than you do yourself. J] 
remember what you do not, what 
you have been missing -- 


MURDOCH 
No -- 


MR. HAND 
The ocean, yes -- running along 
the waves as a child. Meeting 
Emma at the river, walking her 
home through the park -- the 
first kiss that followed -- 


Tears sting Murdoch's eyes now. 
MR. HAND 
I know your needs, Mr. Murdoch. 
(beat) 
I am the only one who truly 
understands you. 


Murdoch's grip loosens, he starts to lower the knife. As Mr. 
Hand turns around... 


THE ROOF 


suddenly angles upwards, pitching them both forward. Mr. Hand 
loses balance, falls, slides down the other side of the roof. 


(CONTINUED ) 


78. 


CONTINUED : 


Murdoch tumbles, dropping the knife. To save himself, he 
leaps, grabs hold of -- 


THE FIRE ESCAPE BELOW 


Murdoch pulls himself to his feet and SEES all around hin, 
buildings EVOLVING -- and then -- 


-- the BUILDING across the street PUSHING in towards him. 
It's about to crush the fire escape and him on it. 


Murdoch looks DOWN TO SEE the other Strangers coming after 
him on the fire escape below. He tries a window, finds it 
locked -- CRASH -- Murdoch smashes the glass with his fist, 
drags his body through the ragged hole -- 


The Strangers pause, SEE ujidi wi. id 


In haste they duck through the window nearest their level. 
First Mr. Sleep, then Mr. Wall, and then Mr. Rain -- 


-- who has somehow caught his coat on the railing of the fire 
escape and is trying to get it off before -- 


Too late -~ the buildings connect, FUSE together -- as Mr. 
Rain’s scream is silenced. 


133 INT. DECREPIT BUILDING - HALLWAY - SAME 133 


Murdoch tears around a corner -- reaches a dead end. He can 
HEAR SCRAPING approaching, behind him. 


He squints into gloom <- SEES one door ahead, a flickering 
EXIT SIGN. Runs to it. The handle is stiff. 


REVEAL MR. SLEEP rounding the corner behind Murdoch -- 
running his dagger along the wall. 


Murdoch forces the door. He charges through -- 

-- jnto nothingness. The door leads to the outside of the 

building -- nowhere to go except twelve storeys STRAIGHT 

DOWN. Murdoch throws out an arm, catches himself -- 

134 EXT. SIDE OF BUILDING 134 


Murdoch hangs there. Tries to pull himself up. He's able to 
just enough to SEE -- == 7 : 


Mr. Sleep gets down on his hands and knees as he approaches. 


WHAM! -- the door swings back at Murdoch in a gust of wind, 
causing him to almost lose his grip. 


(CONTINUED) 


Poy 


79. 


CONTINUED: 

Murdoch looks around wildly -- SEES a CHIMNEY STACK “growing” 
on the outside of the building, snaking its way up vertically 
alongside the doorway -- six feet away and twenty feet below 
him -- 

Murdoch looks wu 

MR. SLEEP 

perched on the edge of the open doorway, inches from his 
hand. Mr. Sleep BITES Murdoch's hand, nibbling his knuckles. 
Blood spatters Murdoch's face as he grimaces in pain. 


Murdoch SCREAMS ~- it's now or never -- he throws himself 
into space, falling, earoniny his hands on the rim of the 
rising chimney stack. 
Murdoch hangs on for dear life as he rides the RUMBLING 
chimney up to safety, past Mr. Sleep -- like Jack clinging to 
a brickwork beanstalk. He looks back, triumphant, as Mr. 
Sleep grows smaller and smaller -- 
CUT TO: 
135 INT. UNDERWORLD - CENTRAL CHAMBER - NIGHT 135 


CLOCKS -- JOLT to life again, TICKING resuming. Machinery 
warms down. The Strangers’ nightly ritual is over again. 


CUT TO: 
136 ExT. CITY - WIGHT 136 
One or two last subtle shifts in the CITYSCAPE. The distant 
dark skyline seems to SHIMMER and DISTORT a little. Then all 
is still. 
137 EXT. STREET - NIGHT 137 


Murdoch runs, stops short -- sinks to his knees in despair. 


He's back at Neptune's Kingdom. And there are the Strangers, 
walking from both sides of the building! 


Murdoch is too exhausted, too drained to care anymore. Let 
them come, let it just be over with -- 


DOWN THE STREET 


A car rounds the corner -- 


80. 


138 INT. BUMSTEAD'S CAR ~ SAME 138 
Bumstead grips the wheel, Emma at his side. They peer 
through the windshield -- SEEING the Strangers approaching 
Murdoch. Who in the hell are they? 
There's John! 
Bumstead GUNS the ENGINE -- and SKIDS his car over there. 
139 EXT. “NEPTUNE'S KINGDON" - SAME 139 


The Strangers fall back as Bumstead's cruiser SCREECHES to a 
stop in front of them -- 


Bumstead rolls down his window, shouts to Murdoch (who can 
see Emma sitting beside Bumstead) -- 


BUMSTEAD 
Get in! 


The Lady or the Tiger? Murdoch opts for the Lady, DIVING for 
Bumstead's car, scrambling into the back-seat. 


Mr. Sleep and Mr. Wall start forward, but Mr. Hand extends 
his arm, signaling them to stay back. 


140 INT. BUMSTEAD'S CAR - NIGHT 140 


As Bumstead grips the wheel, steering the car into a tight 
spin, Emma catches a quick glimpse of -- 


MR. HAND 
staring at her through the passenger side window. 
CuT TO: 
141 INT. POLICE STATION - INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT 141 
TWO GUARDS look on as - 
Bumstead paces around Murdoch, clutching a manila envelope. 


MURDOCH 
-- there's more to this than just 
me, I've told you -~ 


, BUMSTEAD 

So it's back to these characters 
who've been chasing you, right? 
The ones who fade into the 
woodwork? 


(CONTINUED ) 


81. 
CONTINUED: 
MURDOCH 
You saw them. I know you did. 


BUMSTEAD 
(noncommittal ) 
Maybe. So who are they? 


MURDOCH 
I don't know myself. 


BUMSTEAD 
-- You don't know yourself. 
(frustrated) 
What do you know? 


MURDOCH 
I know I didn't kill those women -- 


BUMSTEAD 
You don't remember killing them, 
there's a difference. 


Bumstead drops a bunch of PHOTOS in front of Murdoch -- 
grisly black and white shots of May's lifeless body. 


BUMSTEAD 
What about her, Murdoch? Ring 
any bells? 


Murdoch turns on Bumstead with wild eyes. 


MURDOCH 
She was alive when I left her! 


Bumstead upends the envelope, emptying all of Murdoch's so-~ 
called earthly possessions out onto the table: the wallet, 
the postcard, the keys, the photo of Emma -- and the 
scrapbook “Guide To Shell Beach”. 


BUMSTEAD 
What about this? 
MURDOCH 
It’s nothing -- I don't even know 


why I took it. 


BUMSTEAD 
Must‘ve meant something, all 


those pictures -- ey, fie 6 Re be 


MURDOCH 
What pictures? 


(CONTINUED) 


CONTINUED: 


82. 


Bumstead picks up the notebook, fans it open -- we SEE page 


after page of COLORFUL DRAWINGS. 


Murdoch's eyes widen in astonishment. He reaches for the 
book, leafs through the pages -- Uncle Karl, Mom and Dad, 


sailboats and sea creatures and sunshine <-- 


MURDOCH 
I don't understand, I -- 


BUMSTEAD 
(pounding his fist on 
the table) 
Stop playing games with me, 


Murdoch! Stop telling me lies! 


(yelling) 
not ing! 


Bumstead looks ready to explode but deliberately calms 
himself. He signals to the guards who leave silently. Once 


they’ve gone Bumstead turns to Murdoch -- 


BUMSTEAD 
Help me out here, Murdoch. Make 
me understand. I've got this 
jigsaw puzzle in front of me -- 
no matter how many times I try 
and rearrange the pieces, I still 
can't make sense of it. 


MURDOCH 
And you think I can? Believe me, 
Inspector, I'm as much in the 
Gark as you are. 


Bumstead sighs. Murdoch leans forward. 


MURDOCH 
Let me ask you a question -- have 
you heard of a place called Shell 
Beach? 


BUMSTEAD 
Sure. 


: MURDOCH 
Do you know how to get there? 
Can you tell me? 


Bumstead nods, not clear where this is going. 


(CONTINUED) 


CONTINUED: 


BUMSTEAD 
Well, yeah. You just, uh -- 


83. 


He trails off into silence. His hand, about to point ina 


certain direction, freezes in mid-air. 


BUMSTEAD 
(thinking) 
Hold on a minute -- 


MURDOCH 

You don't remember, do you? 
Don't you find that a little odd? 

(beat) 
The one thing I've been sure of, 
all this time, is that I have to 
get to the ocean. I don't know 
why. I just feel -- I'll find 
the answers I'm looking for 
there. But I can't get there. 


No one seems to know the way. 


As Bumstead tries to rack his brain, Murdoch presses on. 


MURDOCH 
Wait, I've got a better one for 
you -- when was the last time you 
.xemember doing something in the 


daylight? 
BUMSTEAD 
What do you mean? 
MURDOCH 


Daylight, Bumstead, you know, the 
gun -- ? When was the last time 
you remember seeing it? I’m not 
talking about some distant half- 
forgotten childhood memory ~-- I 
mean yesterday, or last week. 


ON BUMSTEAD, his mind reeling, trying to remember. It's a 
simple question, right? Ridiculous even. But God help him, 


he's thinking and thinking and he's drawing a blank -- 


Murdoch stands, moving closer, his voice rising. 


: MURDOCH 
Think about it for a minute. 
Really think. Can you come up 


with a single memory? 


Murdoch's in Bumstead’s face now. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


MURDOCH 
You can't, can you? I don't 
think the sun even exists in this 
piace. I've been up for hours 
and hours -- the night never ends 
here! 


BUMSTEAD 
(shaking his head in 
denial) 
What are you talking about?! 
That's crazy -- 


MURDOCH 
You're damn right it is! Don't 
you see, Bumstead?! It's not 
just me. It‘s aj] of us. 


They're doing something to us! 


Bumstead steps back, trying to grapple with this utterly 
insane epiphany. 


BUMSTEAD 
(near breaking) 
Shut up, just shut up for a 


minute -- 
MURDOCH 
Listen to me Bumstead -- 
BUMSTEAD 
SHUT UP!!! 


Bumstead snaps. He slams Murdoch up against the wall, 
gripping him by his shirt collar, shaking him -- after a 
moment, he releases him, turns away -- 


BUMSTEAD 
There has to be some kind of 
explanation here -- 


MURDOCH (0.S.) 
Explain this. 


Bumstead turns back -- his notebook is floating in mid-air 
between the two of them. Murdoch is doing it with the power 
of his mind. 


ON BUMSTEAD ~- confusion and utter terror on his -face. 


CuT TO: 


85. 


142 INT. VISITING ROOM - POLICE STATION - NIGHT 162 


Murdoch is led into a room with a glass barrier down the 
middie. Emma waits on the other side. The guards sit him in 
a chair, then they step back to the wall. 


Emma is nervous. She reaches her hand to the glass. Murdoch 
can't quite bring himself to reciprocate the gesture. 


EMMA 
I don't know what to say, John -- 
beat) 
You make me feel like I'm not 
=~ me anymore. 


Her resolve crumbles. She looks away, starting to cry. 


MURDOCH 
Don't cry, please -- 


Murdoch returns to his seat. He places his hand on the 
glass, trying to reach her in some way. 


MURDOCH 
Emna -~- 


Emma looks up at Murdoch with tear-stained eyes. 


EMMA 
This is all my fault. I never 
meant to hurt you, John. You 
have to believe that. I'd take 
everything back if I could. 


Murdoch seems suddenly distracted -- several puzzle-pieces 
seem to be dropping into place for him. 


MURDOCH 
You didn't do it, Emma. This -- 
affair of yours, whatever it was 
supposed to be -- I don't think 
it ever xyeally happened. 


Emma looks at him with questioning eyes. 


i EMMA 
What -- ? 


Murdoch leans in, drawing as close to Emma as the barrier will 
allow. He's on the verge of something now, he senses it. 


MURDOCH 
Emma, I know this all seems 
insane -- but what if -- we never 
knew each other before now? 


(CONTINUED) 


CONTINUED : 
‘Emma knows Murdoch means his question literally. 


MURDOCH 
I mean yeally. What if we met 
for the first time last night in 
your -- our apartment. 
Everything you remember -- I'm 
supposed to have remembered -- 
never happened. Someone just 
wants us to think that it did. 


Emma’s mind reels with all this, but her heart knows it is 
the truth. 


EMMA 

Back in the apartment you asked 
me why I believed you -- I said 
because I know you. But I was 
lying -- I suddenly felt I didn’t 
know you at all -- somehow you 
were not the same person I 
remembered. 

(beat) 
How can that be, John, when I so 
vividly remember meeting you 
-- I remember falling in love 
-- I remember losing you -- 


Murdoch finds himself moved by the depth of her feelings. He 
wishes he could offer her some answers -- 


EMMA 
But I love you -- I know that I 
do == you can't fake something 
like that -- 


The door opens, a HEAVY-SET COP enters, nods to the two 
guards. They move to take Murdoch away. 


EMMA 
(standing) 
Wait, wait -- just another 


minute, please -- 


MURDOCH -- staring at her -~ maybe realizing for the first 
time how genuine her need for him is. And oddly enough, his 
for her. Murdoch leans towards her, up to the glass. 


MURDOCH 4 
I understand how -- how we could ye i=} 
have been happy together. { 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED : 


EMMA 
(also comes close) 
We can be happy again, John -- I 
Xnow we can. 


Then suddenly -- 


The glass that divides them SHATTERS! Just turns to powder, 
falling like a curtain between them. The guards fall back 
momentarily startled by the glass -- 


MURDOCH AND. EMMA 


Their faces close. It's now or never. They are drawn to one 
another. The KISS is long and passionate. 


When they break, Murdoch is taken from her -- but keeps 
looking back. 


CUT TO: 
166 INT. BUMSTEAD'S OFFICE - NIGHT 146 


Bumstead sits at his desk, shaken. On the desk-top in front 
of him: Murdoch's postcard of Shell Beach. 


Husselbeck comes in. Bumstead doesn't move. 


BUSSELBECK 
(awkwardly) 
Inspector? We uh -- just got 
word. Detective Walenski killed 
himself last night. 
(beat) 
I thought you should know. 


Bumstead nods absently. Husselbeck continues to linger in 
the doorway. 


HUSSELBECK 
The Chief wanted to see you. 


Bumstead realizes this means now. He rises from his desk. 
HUSSELBECK 


I knew you’d track the killer 
down, sir! 


Bumstead looks at Husselbeck and smiles but doesn't quite. ...s-»-_____. 


seem to understand, starts to go -- 


HUSSELBECK 
Sir -- 


(CONTINUED) . 


CONTINUED: 
Bumstead pauses. Husselbeck hates to do it -- but he points 
out his shoelaces. Untied. From the look on Bumstead's 
face, you'd think it was the end of the world. 
cur TO: 
146A INT. POLICE STATION - CORRIDOR - NIGHT 146A 


Bumstead paces steadily, shoes tied. He’s heading towards a 
holding cell door at the end of the corridor. 


CUT TO: 
146B INT. POLICE STATION ~- MAIN FOYER - NIGHT 146B 
The foyer is almost empty ~- a DESK SERGEANT mans the front 
desk, doing the cross word in an evening newspaper, and TWO 
COPS converse casually, drinking coffee. 


MR. HAND and his STRANGER COHORTS ENTER swiftly and move up 
to the Desk Sergeant. 


The Desk Sergeant senses someone -- 
DESK SERGEANT 
(without looking up) 
What can we do for you, sir? 


He looks up from his paper just as Mr. Hand places a palm 
against the Desk Sergeant's forehead. 


MR. HAND 
Sleep. 


The Desk Sergeant slumps forward. 


The OTHER cops are put to sleep by Mr. Wall before they can 
react. 


147 INT. STROMBOLI'S OFFICE ~ NIGHT 147 


Stromboli is studying a chart pinned to a board, his back to 
the door. He hears the door OPEN 0.S. but does not turn. 


STROMBOLI 
Bumstead -- I wanted to be the 
first to congratulate you about 
the case -- 


Stromboli finally turns to see the Strangers in his office -- 


Suddenly Mr. Hand has him around the throat -- his dagger to 
Stromboli's jugular. Stromboli looks terrified. 


MR. HAND 
Take us to Murdoch. 


148 INT. POLICE STATION - CORRIDOR - NIGHT 148 


Stromboli and the Strangers walk up a short flight of stairs 
and head toward the holding cell at the end of the corridor. 


Stromboli fumbles for the key in his pocket. 
149 INT. HOLDING CELL - SAME 149 


Stromboli opens the door and steps in. His face drops. The 
Strangers fill the door behind him -- 


Murdoch is gone. 


Mr. Hand, angered, SLICES his blade cleanly across 
Stromboli’s throat. 


CUT TO: 


150 INT. BATH HOUSE - NIGHT 150 


Dr. Schreber paddles in the water, as before. Head bobbing 
just above the surface, beady eyes glancing at the clock. 


MURDOCH (0.S.) 
Dr. Schreber -- 


Schreber turns -- Murdoch appears at the side of the pool. 
SCHREBER 
(resigned) 
I knew you'd come eventually. 


MURDOCH 
(oddly calm now) 
I think it’s time you gave me 
some answers. 


SCHREBER 
Yes, of course. 


Schreber drifts over to the steps at the end of the pool, 
rising out of the water, wrapping a towel around him. 


151 INT. CHANGING ROOM - BATH HOUSE - NIGHT 181 


Murdoch comes in, followed by Schreber. Schreber moves to a 
locker. He retrieves his clothes. 


SCHREBER 
(indicates a chair) 
Won't you sit down? 
As Murdoch sits, Schreber begins dressing. 


(CONTINUED ) 


90. 


CONTINUED: 


SCHREBER 
I-come here often -- it's one of 
the few places I'm allowed a 
moment's peace -- 

(explaining, nervous) 

They have an aversion to water, 
you know, I suppose one could 
even call it a phobia -- 


MURDOCH 
I didn't come here for a dose of 
shrink-talk, Schreber.. Who are 
they? Why do they want me? 


Schreber reaches for his shirt, begins buttoning it. 


SCHREBER 
Let’s just say for now you've 
been involved in an experiment. 
(turning) 
You're not crazy, John -- you're 
not a murderer. 


Schreber, pulls out his leather bag, reaches into it -- 
Murdoch reacts with alarm as Schreber pulls out a handgun. 


SCHREBER 
(re: gun) 
I'm sorry about this, I truly am, 
but we don't have much time and I 
can't afford the luxury of doing 
this the right way -- 


Schreber reaches into his bag with his other hand and removes 
a glass syringe. 


SCHREBER 
Everything you need to know -- 
all the answers ~- are in this 
syringe. You have a gift, John, 
an ability to make things happen 
by willpower alone -- haven't 
you noticed odd events occurring 
around you? Objects moving of 
their own accord? Your physical 
surroundings changing? They call 
it Tuning. 


Schreber keeps the gun trained on Murdoch. He leans forward;——- 
setting the syringe on the bench between then. 


(CONTINUED) 


$i. 


CONTINUED: 


SCHREBER 
(frustrated) 
I need you to inject yourself. 
It's the only way to make you 
understand. 


MURDOCH 
You've gotta be kidding me -- 


SCHREBER 
(motioning with gun) 
Re it, John. You must hurry. 


The DOOR bursts open ~-- Bumstead appears, aiming a revolver. 


BUMSTEAD 
Drop it, Schreber! 


Schreber looks at Bumstead, confused -- 


SCHREBER 
Inspector -- he's more disturbed 
than I thought -- 


Bumstead cocks his revolver, points it at Schreber's head. 


BUMSTEAD 
Save it, Doctor. You're talking 
to the nutcase who just busted 
him out of jail. 


Schreber, realizing Bumstead and Murdoch are in collusion, is 
forced to lower the gun. Bumstead scoops it up. 


Schreber is growing increasingly agitated. He speaks in a 
hushed, but urgent tone. 


SCHREBER 
Please, you don't understand -- 


Murdoch picks up the syringe, studies it. 
MURDOCH 
What's in this, Schreber? 
Really? 


SCHREBER 
The answers you've been looking 
for -- I swear to you -- 


MURDOCH 
Then I'll just hold onto it for 
safe keeping, if you don't mind. 


(CONTINUED) 


92. 


CONTINUED: 


Murdoch tucks the syringe into his inside coat pocket. 
Bumstead grips Schreber by the elbow, pushing him forward. 


BUMSTEAD 
Let's go, Doctor. 


SCHREBER 
Where -- where are we going? 


BUMSTEAD 
Shell Beach. 
(to Murdoch) 
That's where you wanted to go, 
isn't it? -- the ocean? 


CUT TO: 


152 EXT. CITY STREET - NIGHT 152 
Bumstead's car traveling FAST. , 
153 INT. BUMSTEAD'S CAR - SAME 153 


STREETLIGHTS pass over Bumstead as he stares at the road. 


Murdoch sits in the passenger seat, the glove compartment 
open. He has an assortment of maps out, one of which he 
holds unfolded in front of him. He lowers the map in 
disgust, looks to Bumstead. 


MURDOCH 
It’s like I told you -- there 
isn’t a map in the city extends 
far enough to show the ocean -- 


Dr. Schreber is in the back of the car, looking much like one 
of his own trapped hamsters. 


SCHREBER 
You won't find anything there, I 
promise you. I've been there 
and... 


Schreber is sweating. He surreptitiously tries the door 
handle, but the back doors can only be unlocked by the driver. 


BUMSTEAD 
(looking in rear-view 
mirror) 
If you've been there, then you 
can show us the way, can't you? 
We'll see for ourselves. 


Schreber crosses his arms like a sullen child. 


(CONTINUED ) 


93. 


CONTINUED : 


SCHREBER 
Iwon't. I refuse. You can't 
make me go there -- 


Oh no? Murdoch focuses his GAZE on Schreber -- Schreber's 
glasses suddenly force themselves back on his face, the 
lenses pushing back into his eyes, the wire-rims twisting 
about, serunching his ears -- 


BUMSTEAD 
Are you doing that? 


Murdoch, somewhat amazed by the results of his trial-run, 
relaxes his concentration -- Schreber prises the warped 
glasses from his face. 


MURDOCH 
You were saying, Doctor? 


154 2XxT. ROAD - NIGHT ; 154 


Bumstead's car swerves to a stop. Bumstead, Murdoch, 
Schreber get out. The road has ended in a cul-de-sac by the 
canal, iron stanchions barring the way. 


BUMSTEAD 
There used to be a bridge here... 


Murdoch, familiar with this problem, just looks at Bumstead. 
Then he notices a ROWBOAT moored to a pier nearby. 


Suddenly Dr. Schreber makes a break for it, running off down 
the street. Murdoch quickly catches up with him, tackles him 
to the ground. He starts shaking him. 


MURDOCH 
No more tricks! -- you're going 
to tell us what we want to know 
or I‘m gonna beat it out of you! 


SCBREBER 
All right, all right, I'll tell 
you <-- I'll tell you everything! 


Schreber shuts his eyes, slowly shaking his head in 
resignation. 


SCHREBER 


It doesn't matter anymore -- it's — ae 


all hopeless anyway -- 
(sobbing) 
-- oh God -- 
Schreber is pulled from the ground by Murdoch and Bumstead. 


CUT TO: 


94. 


155 INT. MURDOCH APARTMENT - NIGHT 


Emma, returning home, walks through the door and comes to a 
sudden dead stop. 


The apartment has been stripped bare of every possession, 


Vv - She stumbles into the room in disbelief, senses 
MOVEMENT. She spins to SEE -- 


STRANGERS -~ TWO OF THEM, standing on either side. 


EMMA 
What's happened here? Who are 
you people?! 


STRANGER #1 
Please stay calm -- we will give 
you some more pretty things soon -- 
(consults clipboard) 


EMMA 
But I'm not Anna -- 


Stranger #1 just smiles. 


STRANGER #1 
You will be soon, yes. 


She backs to the door, but Mr. Hand is blocking her exit. He 
grabs her wrists, holding her tight. 


MR. HAND 
I have another use for her first. 


CuT TO: 
156 EXT. CANAL - NIGHT 
The three of them in a rowboat -- pushing off from the side 
of the canal where they were forced to leave the car. 
Schreber seems beaten now, beyond the point of resistance. 


SCHREBER 
First there was darkness. 


BLACK SCREEN 


SCHREBER (V.0) 
Then came -- the Strangers. 


155 


156 


wee 


9S. 


187 INT. HOTEL BATHROOM - NIGET (FLASHBACK) 157 


SILENT FLASHBACK IMAGES IN SLOW MOTION. We're back where we 
started, FADING UP ON -- A WIDE DOWN SHOT ~- Murdoch lies 
“sleeping” in the tub. The door opens, Schreber enters. 


Schreber kneels next to Murdoch, removes a GLASS SYRINGE from 
his leather bag. 


258 EXT. CANAL - WIGHT (PRESENT) 158 


Bumstead rows. Schreber watches as the other bank slowly 
approaches, a kind of mounting dread welling up inside hin. 
He's biurting all this out despite himself -- but also 
strangely relieved to finally be sharing it. 


SCHREBER 
(gestures around) 
The city and everyone in it is 
their experiment. They mix and 
match our memories as they see 
fit. One day a man might be an 
inspector, the next he might be 
someone entirely different -- 


Schreber catches Bumstead's eye. Bumstead looks away, 
concentrates on rowing. 


SCHREBER 
When they want to study a 


murderer, for instance -- 
159 INT. HOTEL BATHROOM — NIGHT (FLASHBACK) 1s9 


Schreber lifts up the syringe, presses the plunger a tad, 
ejecting any air bubbles -- 


SCHREBER (V.0.) 
-- they simply imprint one of 
their citizens with a new 
personality. They arrange a 
family for him, friends, an 
entire history -- even a lost 
wallet. 


160 INT. HOTEL ROOM - SAME (FLASHBACK) 160 


The Strangers are in the other room -- Mr. Hand and his 
associates -- “set dressing". We SEE: 


The Strangers carrying in the body of the woman, arranging 
her on the floor -- 


Mr. Quick setting a pair of shiny new shoes by the chair ~- 
Mr. Hand placing the suitcase and raincoat in the closet -- 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED: 


And lastly, Mr. Sleep, crouched over the corpse with his 
knife, child-like concentration as he begins to carve spirals 


161 EXT. CANAL - NIGHT (PRESENT) 161 
BUMP ~- the rowboat arrives at the other bank. 


SCHREBER 
-- then they observe the results. 
Will a man given the history of a 
killer continue in that vein? Or 
are we more than the mere sum of 
our memories? 


162 INT. HOTEL BEDROOM ~ HIGHT (FLASHBACK) 162 


Mr. Sleep has just finished his work. He is wiping blood off 
his blade in SLOW MOTION. He leaves. : 


163 28XT. AERIAL - FLYING HIGH ABOVE THE DARK CITY - NIGHT 163 
The city is laid out like a kind of intricate aerial map. 


MOVE IN AND DOWN -- there’s a SPIRAL down there amidst the 
surrounding buildings -- like Schreber's hamster maze. As we 
TIGHTEN we see it is a narrow road, winding away from the 
canal. And on-it -~+ three tiny figures moving -- the most 
desolate section of the city we've yet seen. 


Schreber turns suddenly to glare at Murdoch. 


SCHREBER 
But you were especially 


different. You resisted my 
attempt to “imprint” you -- 


16@ INT. HOTEL BATHROOM - NIGHT (FLASHBACK) 164 


Schreber sticks the needle into Murdoch's forehead -- but the 
second he starts to press down the plunger, the needle jis 
ue om hi and ed a 38 oom d ‘s 


THE SYRINGE -- falls, smashes on the tiles. 


SCHREBER (0.S.) 
Thus you were left blank. 


Murdoch starts to WAKE UP -- 


Schreber is frightened out of his wits. This has never 
happened before. He backs off, bumps the light bulb, sending 
it swinging -- watching wide-eyed as Murdoch, still dazed, 
struggles to life. 


$7. 


165 EXT. CITY OUTSKIRTS - NIGHT (PRESENT FROM NOW ON) 2165 


Bumstead listens to all this, not wanting to believe it, but 
not able to question it. 


MURDOCH 
But why do they want me dead?! 


SCHREBER 
You're unique among us, John. 
Somehow you've developed their 
ability to Tyne -- to create and 
re-create by will-power alone. 
They're afraid of you. 


Schreber looks off into the night now. 


MURDOCH 
You work for them -- 


Schreber nods, shivering as the night grows cold around them, 
more WINDSWEPT. 


SCHREBER 

When we arrived they extracted 
what was in us so they could 
Btore the information, reproduce 
it, reinterpret it, remjx it like 
so much paint. But they still 
needed an artist -- 

(himself) 
~-- to help then. 


He's sounding almost proud now, justifying his actions. 


SCHREBER 
They're not perfect or all- 
seeing. They needed someone to 
smooth over the cracks, gloss 
over the more obvious -- to us, 
anyway, inconsistencies in the 
new memories they give back to 
us. They allowed me to keep my 
skills as a scientist because 
they needed them ~- but they 


Gejeted everything else. 


He looks up at them, bitter. Tears of horror have welled up 
in his eyes. 


SCHREBER 
That's been my curse. Do you 
know what it's like to be the 
only one here who knows the 
truth? The only one who knows 
that the night never ends? 
(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


Murdoch's mind is reeling as he tries to grapple with 
Schreber'’s revelation. 


MURDOCH 
What about my childhood? -- 
Shell Beach -- Uncle Karl -- 


Murdoch holds out his scrapbook ~- thumbs. through the 
colorful scrawled pages for Schreber to see. 


MURDOCH 
And this -- it was blank when I 
found it -- 


Schreber smiles sadly. 


SCHREBER 

Mr. Murdoch, you still don't see. 
You were never a boy -- not in 
this place. Your entire history 
is an illusion, a fabrication. 
As it is with al] of us. 

(indicates scrapbook) 
You made those drawings happen -- 
with your gift. 


MURDOCH 
What do they want from us? 


It’s clear he means the Strangers. 


SCHREBER 
(taps his skull) 

It's our capacity for 
individuality -- that's what they 
hope to understand. It's what 
makes us different from them. 
All they have are collective 
memories -- they’re a group mind. 
They want a soul, John, a human 
soul -- it’s what they lack -- 


Bumstead, who’s been strangely silent now softly, echoes 
Schreber's own words -- 


BUMSTEAD 
When we arrived. From where? 


Schreber looks around at their bleak surroundings. 


(CONTINUED ) 


CONTINUED : 


SCHREBER 
None of us remember that. What 
we once were -- what we might 
have been -- 
(hauntingly looking up 
at night sky) 
Somewhere else -- 


166 EXT. THE LAST BUILDING - NIGHT 166 


A strange building with only one door, walled in by other 
buildings -- that have no doors or windows. Here at the end 
of the city there seems to have been less attention paid to 
making things seem real and substantial. 


Schreber is more frightened than ever, his eyes darting 
around, suspicious of every shadow. He stops, looks to 
Murdoch. Bumstead nudges him forward. 


SCHREBER 
Don't make me go in there, 
please. I've taken you this far, 
you don't need me anymore. 


Bumstead strong-arms Schreber into the building -- following 
Murdoch, who's already going in, drawn by some inner voice -- 


167 INT. LAST BUILDING - UPSTAIRS ~ NIGHT 167 


Murdoch, Schreber, and Bumstead come up the stairs. At the 
end of this corridor there's a single door. They walk along 
to it. As they approach, we hear the muffled sounds of SURF, 
SEAGULLS. 


Murdoch's pace quickens. He grasps the door handle. Opens 
the door -- 


And there's the OCEAN, daylight, and blue sky. 


But the elation on Murdoch's face is short-lived. He reaches 
up -- and touches the VIEW. It's not real. It's a PAINTED 
WALL. He glances up at a small SPEAKER built into the wall 
-- the source of the seaside SOUND-EFFECTS. 


ON SCHREBER -- silent tears sliding down his cheeks. 


SCHREBER 
There is no ocean, John. There 
is nothing beyond the city. The 
only place “home” exists -- is in 
your head. 
(backing away) 
_ I'm sorry. 


(CONTINUED) 


200. 


CONTINUED : 
Murdoch stares ahead blankly, anger building -- 


He attacks the wall, digging his fingernails into the ancient 
mortar between the bricks, clawing at it. He reaches for a 
piece of metal piping which rests amidst the detritus on the 
ground, starts pounding away at it -- 


Bumstead joins him, ripping out chunks of crumbling bricks 
-- both men tearing at the painted sky. 


Schreber holds his head in his hands, sobbing as he sinks to 
the ground -- 


SCHREBER 
Stop this! Oh God, please stop, 


please, please -- 


THE PAINTED SKY 


suddenly gives way, a whole section of brick and mortar 
caving outward to reveal what's beyond -- e 
ac ace an INKLING 7 


Bumstead falls forward, scrabbling for purchase. He clings 
to the remnants of the wall, trying to pull himself back up. 
Murdoch reaches for his hand, dragging him to safety. 


Murdoch and Bumstead stare out through the hole -- 
incomprehension and horror written on their faces. 


168 EXT. SPACE - NIGHT 


Now we are floating OUTSIDE the hole in the wall, looking 
back. at Murdoch and Bumstead. 


AS WE CONTINUE TO PULL BACK we start to make out the shape of 
the city in its entirety -- a huge floating platform of 
buildings, beneath this a conical maze of pipes, structures, 
machines and infernal devices -~ all hovering against an 
endless background of stars. 

169 INT. LAST BUILDING - UPSTAIRS - RESUME 

Murdoch and Bumstead stare, dumbfounded. 


MR. HAND (0.8.) 
And now you know the truth. 


Murdoch and Bumstead spin around... 
MR. HAND 


emerges from the shadows at the end of the corridor. He 
stands with £mma in front of him -- a knife to her throat. 


(CONTINUED) 


168 


169 
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CONTINUED s 


Schreber scuttles across the ground, away from them <-- 
reduced to a state of near-mindlessness. 


Behind Mr. Hand, MORE STRANGERS are stepping forward. 


Bumstead raises his revolver -- FIRING at the Stranger on Mr. 
Hand's right -- a bullet right through the lens of his 
lasses. The Stranger removes his shattered glasses, 
nspects the ragged hole where his eye used to be -- 
otherwise the shot has had zero effect. 


Bumstead stands there, shaken -- when suddenly he GASPS in 
pain, dropping his gun. 


MURDOCH 
Bumstead -- 


 Bumstead staggers forward, sinking to his knees -~ 
MR. SLEEP 


appears behind him, having thrust his dagger deep into 
Bumstead's side. 


Murdoch moves away, looking from Mr. Hand to Mr. Sleep and 
back again -- 


MR. RAND 
Any attempt to use your -- 
talents, Mr. Murdoch -- 
(gripping Emma 
tighter) ; 
-~- will result in this one's 
death, yes. 


Murdoch's eyes meet Emma's ~- he SEES the fear in her face. 
He forces himself to look away -- into Mr. Hand's eyes. 
MURDOCH 
What do I care? She's not really 
my wife -- she's no one to me. 
ON EMMA -- wounded by Murdoch's words, the sense of betrayal 
almost palpable. 


MR. HAND 
(calling his bluff) 


No one, yes. But you still care, 
don't you, Mr. Murdoch? 


He presses the knife blade deeper into Emma's throat, drawing 
a trace of blood. 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


MR. HAND 
I have become the monster you 
were intended to be -- shall I 
end her life, as you would have? 


A tense moment, and then ~~ Murdoch deflates, finding himself 
defeated by the very humanity he is trying to deny. 


MURDOCH 
No -- please, don't hurt her -- 


Mr. Hand nods, a whisper of a smile on his lips. 


MR. HAND 
You will allow yourself to 
surrender, Mr. Murdoch. 
(beat) 
Sleep now. 


Murdoch's eyes grow heavy -- the intended effects of the 
command finally taking hold of him. His legs grow weak, the 
world goes dark around him. The last thing Murdoch hears is 
Emma's voice CRYING OUT to him -- 


EMMA'S VOICE 
Johni!! 
-- and then nothing. 
CUT TO: 
170 INT. UNDERWORLD - NIGHT 170 


Murdoch, in a haze, awakens to find himself aboard one of the 
strange carts rumbling through the underworld. Mr. Hand and 
two other Strangers are riding with him. 


The cart lurches forward, into a DARK TUNNEL, deeper into the 
secret home of the Strangers. It MOVES THROUGH the 
subterranean landscape of strange machines. We see FRIGHTENING 
GLIMPSES of the Strangers' lair beyond the tracks -- 


Murdoch hears someone SCREAMING. As he looks around 
groggily, he SEES ~~ 


170A IN A CHAMBER 170A 


Bodies being processed -- a long production line of NAKED 
HUMAN BODIES on a conveyor belt -= an insect-like machine 
with a chrome needle pierces their forehead, yemoving some 
kind of fluid. Stranger-Surgeons shuffle about, overseeing 
the operation. This is where the humans are processed, their 
memories bulk-erased to ready them for new imprinting. 


(CONTINUED) 


103. 


CONTINUED: 


Murdoch RECOGNIZES Emma amongst the line of bodies. She's 
been strapped down to the conveyor belt, eyes pleading as the 
needle machine dips down towards her forehead --~ 


Murdoch tries to rouse himself -- Mr. Hand leans in close, 
whispers -- 


MR. HAND 
Sleep. 


Murdoch sinks into unconsciousness once again. 


171 INT. UNDERWORLD - CENTRAL CHAMBER - NIGHT 171 


Murdoch opens his eyes, his vision a BLUR. He's been 
strapped down (to the same operating table we saw earlier). 
Then STRANGERS come into FOCUS. A group of them standing 
around him, examining him as if he were a laboratory animal. 
In particular, the Strangers seem fascinated by his spiral 
fingerprints, which they study through a magnifying lens. 


STRANGER 
The Doctor was right -- he has 
evolved. Look at his hands -- 


Murdoch tugs at his restraints. Mr. Sleep steps forward, 
points a stunted finger at Murdoch. 


MR. SLEEP 
Kill him! 


It's the first time we've heard his voice -- a spine- 
tingling, high-pitched WHINE. Now the OTHER STRANGERS take 
up the call, a CHORUS OF WHISPERS urging Mr. Book to action. 


STRANGERS 
Kill him, kill him -- 


Mr. Book raises his cane, silencing them. 


MR. BOOK 

He is powerful, yes. Dangerous. 
But he is also remarkably like ys -- 

(pacing) 
We have searched for what makes 
them human -- he can show us, 
yes. He can lead us to what the 
Doctor calls “the soul”. We feel 
it’s time for our experiment to 
move into a fina] phase -- 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED : 


Mr. Book turns towards the great stone sculpture that 
conceals the big clock. 


MR. BOOK 

SHUT IT DOWN! 

(turns back to the 

Strangers) 
Shut it down forever! We don’t 
need the others anymore -- time 
for study is over -- it’s time to 

e_W. Jo . 


The SOUND of GRINDING MACHINERY as — the BIG CLOCK is 
revealed. Then: the second hand stops forever. 


Mr. Book opens a valise -- revealing a strange-looking 
syringe -- entirely different than Schreber's ~- filled with 
swirling BLACK FLUID. 


Mr. Book gives a nod -- and a SILHOUETTED FIGURE in a bizarre 
metal contraption wheels his way in. As the figure comes 
into the light we see it’s Dr. Schreber imprisoned within a 
kind of steel straitjacket that restrains him and inhibits 
movement. 


MR. BOOK 
You will do the honors, Doctor. 


Mr. Book offers the syringe to Schreber. 


With some effort, Schreber lifts one of the skeletal arms. 
His hand extending -- taking the black syringe. Schreber, 
his spirit broken, wheels himself to Murdoch's side. 


MURDOCH 


(groggy, mouth dry) 
What -- I don't understand -- 


SCHREBER 
You're going to be imprinted with 
the Strangers’ own collective 
memories -- they want to make you 
one of then. 


MR. BOOK 
Imprint, Doctor! No more 
disobedience! 
Schreber winces as his metal shroud causes him pain. 
SCHREBER 


(gasping) 
-- I'm so sorry, John -- 


(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 


Schreber's hand moves inexorably forward -- the needle coming 
closer and closer to Murdoch's cranium -- 


SCHREBER 
The pain will only last a moment-~- 


Murdoch tries struggling against his bonds, but can barely 
move. Schreber bends over, blocking our view. 


CLOSE ON Murdoch's face as the needle tip penetrates his 
forehead. He SCREAMS. Everything goes BLACK. 


Then a door opens -- 
172 EXT. BEACH - DAY (MEMORY) ; 172 


A little BOY (Murdoch) runs across soft sand -- laughing, 
full of life -- 


His FATHER runs after him, wrestles with him. Suddenly the 
child points -- 


The lonely figure of an ice-cream VENDOR -- pushing his cart 
along a boardwalk. 


Father lifts the boy onto his shoulders, jogs to catch up 
with the vendor. The vendor is Dr. Schreber. He looks up at 
the smiling little boy, handing him a cone. 


SCHREBER 
You'll rise to greater heights 
than that, my boy. One day, when 
you're older -- you'l}i 


understand. 


A pretty woman -- Murdoch's MOTHER -~ puts her head out the 
window of a nearby beach house, beckoning them back. 


Father puts the boy down. He runs up onto the verandah and 
into the house. As he pushes through the front door -- 


173 INT. BEDROOM ~- DAY (MEMORY) 173 


Murdoch, aged nine now, into his bedroom. He sits at a small 
desk near the window and pulls out the Shell Beach notebook. 
He opens it, reaches for a pen, starts drawing. Then he lets 
go of the pen -~ jt continues to draw on its own. 


He looks out the window to SEE the MAILMAN who's standing at 
the front path delivering letters. It's Dr. Schreber. 


(CONTINUED ) 


106. 


CONTINUED : 


SCHREBER 
That's it, John. Practice makes 
perfect. Remember what I told 
you. Remember. 


Mailman Schreber walks away down the path, turning to call 
one last bit of advice. 


SCHREBER 
~- and never talk to strangers! 


174 INT. UNDERWORLD ~- CENTRAL CHAMBER (PRESENT) 


MURDOCH'S FACE ~~ straining to contain the flood of memories 
-- eyes focusing on Dr. Schreber standing near him encased in 
his metal shroud. 


DR. SCHREBER -- watching Murdoch's reaction -- urging Murdoch 
to trust what he's now remembering. 


In Schreber's hands we see the black syringe -- st 

It's the original syringe, the one Murdoch had tucked in his 
pocket, which Schreber holds in his other hand -~ that is now 
empty. We realize that Schreber has gwitched syringes, 
replacing the intending memories with ones he’s “doctored". 


SCHREBER 
(under his breath) 
Remember John, remember ~-- 


MR. HAND -- squinting as he observes Murdoch squirming on the 
table, perhaps starting to realize -- 


175 INT. UNDERWORLD - NIGHT (MEMORY) 


Murdoch, age ten, still clutching his Guide to Shell Beach, 
is surrounded by a group of his CLASSMATES. 


All the children have hard-hats and name-tags on, listening 
intently to their TEACHER who is lecturing them -- 


TEACHER (0.S.) 
Now follow me, class -- we 
wouldn't want to lose any of you 
down here -- 


The teacher -- Schreber -- leads his charges past a railing 
where they overlook the factory-like conveyor belt of BODIES 
being processed by Strangers. 

176 INT. UNDERWORLD - CENTRAL CHAMBER - NIGHT (MEMORY) 


The class is gathered around the great pit, gawking in wonder 
at the roots of the city. 


(CONTINUED) 


174 


175 


176 
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CONTINUED: 


SCHREBER 
This is where it all happens, 
children -- these are the 
machines that shape the world. 


Schreber meets the young Murdoch's eyes. 


SCHREBER 
Are you listening, John? Are you 
paying attention? 


Murdoch nods, stepping forward -- 
177 EXT. BEACH HOUSE - NIGHT (MEMORY) 


-- up into the back of a fire truck with the help of a young 
FIREMAN. The glow of FLAMES out the door in the night, CRIES 
and SHOUTS. Other FIREMEN running past. Murdoch is twelve 
now, wrapped in a blanket. : 


In the front seat the DRIVER turns around. It's Schreber. 


SCHREBER 
-- You'll survive, John. I 
promise you that. You'll find 
strength within yourself -- and 
you will prevail. 


The boy turns to look out the back of the truck again -- but 
the fireman out there closes the door on him. 


178 INT. NEPTUNE'S KINGDOM - NIGHT (MEMORY) 


-- The door opens and Murdoch comes running in. A teenager 
now, carrying a school satchel. Uncle Karl, not yet confined 
to a wheelchair, greets him warmly ~- then goes back to work 
Cleaning an aquarium. 


Murdoch grabs a candy bar from the concession shelf by the 
box office. In the box office sits Dr. Schreber (wearing a 
“Neptune's Kingdom" cap). Murdoch stops at the bottom of the 
stairs, concentrates, and manages to LEVITATE himself to the 
landing. 


SCHREBER 
That’s it! You’re getting the 
hang of it! Maybe one day all 
this will be yours, John -- and 
I'll be working for you. Wouldn't 
that be a kick in the head? 
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179 INT. UNDERWORLD - CENTRAL CHAMBER - NIGHT (PRESENT) 179 


Murdoch is straining at the straps binding him. Beads of 
sweat run down his face. Dr. Schreber watches avidly from 
within his mobile metal prison. 


SCHREBER 
(under his breath) 
Remember, damn you, xyemember - 


Mr. Hand, sensing that Murdoch is about to pose an even 
greater threat, steps forward -- 


MR. HAND . 
Something is wrong -- 


180 INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT (MEMORY) 180 


Murdoch -- a young man now <= walks through the door. The 
MAITRE'D (Schreber) greets him. 


SCHREBER 
-~ Right this way, sir. You're 
the first to arrive. 


As they walk to the table Schreber whispers words of 
encouragement to Murdoch -=- who looks at him strangely. 


SCHREBER 
The first, Mr. Murdoch. I’ve 
altered these memories, John. 
You have the talent, but without 
experience, years of training, 
you cannot use your power -- I’ve 
given you that now. 


181 INT. UNDERWORLD - CENTRAL CHAMBER ~ NIGHT (PRESENT) 181 


Murdoch struggling to remember -- the buckles of his arm and 
leg restraints starting to snap. 


Mr. Hand reaches for Schreber, spinning him around. Schreber 
drops the black-bile syringe -- it SHATTERS on the floor. 


Mr. Book glares at Schreber, looking from the broken syringe, 
to the empty one Schreber clutches. 


MR. BOOK 
What have you done?! 


182 INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT (MEMORY) 182 


Murdoch sits at a table. Shifty Schreber passes by, 
clutching menus. He leans down conspiratorially. 
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CONTINUED: 


SCHREBER 

(increasingly frantic) 
Do you know what they'll do to me 
if they find out I've given you 
these memories? I know what 
you're capable of -- there's a 
chance we can beat them. But you 
must act now! 


Murdoch sees his dinner guest arriving, stands up. 


SCHREBER | 
(a final plea) 
The world can be what you make 
it. Anything you want, John, you 
have the power to make it happen. 


Emma approaches, her face brightening into a smile of young 
love. ‘ 


183 INT. UNDERWORLD - CENTRAL CHAMBER - NIGHT (PRESENT) 


Murdoch staring up from the operating table -- Mr. Hand is 
charging towards him, brandishing his knife -- 


Stop himi!! 


The straps binding Murdoch's wrists suddenly twist like 
taffy, loosening -- the table he rests on melts away, flowing 
to the ground like liquid as he sits up! 


The Strangers break formation, start moving about in a 
panicky, insect-like way -- 


A podium behind which Mr. Book stands RIPS out of the floor 
and flies into Mr. Hand and the other Strangers who've 
started moving toward Murdoch. 


Dr. Schreber's eyes go wide -- an involuntary gasp and laugh 
from him. 


The Strangers who were knocked to the floor all look at 
Murdoch, astounded. They start scurrying away. 


MURDOCH 


spins towards Schreber. Schreber backs away, fearing 
reprisal -- but Murdoch BUSTS him loose from his metal 
overcoat. 


(CONTINUED ) 
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CONTINUED : 
THE STRANGERS 


are fleeing en masse -- all but Mr. Book, who starts to 
SHAKE. His eyes shut, he clenches his teeth, grips his cane, 
plants his feet firmly to the floor. 


A TREMBLING 


starts to RIPPLE across the WALLS of the room -- WAVES OF 
DISTORTION emanating out from Mr. Book <= 


As the distortion waves reach Murdoch, they seem to deflect 
around him. Murdoch is somehow creating his own little 
within this hurricane. 


Suddenly all bets are off: Murdoch and Mr. Book let go with 
everything they've got: a cataclysmic collision of Tuning 
energies. 


The ROOM starts to warp and churn. Strangers cower and flee 
as WALLS FLEX, CORRIDORS SPIRAL like corkscrews, twisting the 
Strangers who ran into them -- 


DOORWAYS ELONGATE, STAIRS get narrower, CEILINGS squash down 
-- it's a dimensional earthquake of epic proportions. 


184 EXT. THE CITY - NIGHT 

Things start to CHANGE. But unlike before, when the 
choreography of the moving buildings seemed almost lyrical, 
part of a grand design, the changing now is haphazard -- out 
of control. 

185 INT. UNDERWORLD ~- CENTRAL CHAMBER - NIGHT 


As Murdoch and Mr. Book try to outdo each other, the mental 
battle takes its toll on both of them. 


Mr. Book clenches rotting teeth, tightening bony fists by his 
side. Pushes every ounce of willpower into the fight -- 


Murdoch, bleeding from a gash on his cheek, is straining his 
mind against Mr. Book -- 


The entire room transforms into a kind of huge bubble, the 
WALLS BULGING out, pushing beyond their boundaries -- RISING 
through the earth. 


MR. SLEEP 


SCREAMS as he's VACUUM-SUCKED down an endless corridor, 
spiraling into infinity. 
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186 EXT. STREET - NIGHT 186 
The central chamber BURSTS through the crumbling street. 
Schreber lands somewhere, clambers to his knees, looks up -- 


MURDOCH and MR. BOOK are LEVITATING above the city -- mental 
energies focused desperately against each other. 


All around buildings TWIST and BUCKLE -- streets CRACK OPEN. 

187 EXT. SKY ABOVE - SAME 187 
Mr. Book takes out his dagger and throws it at Murdoch. 

THE DAGGER 

making a bee-line for Murdoch's forehead. 

Murdoch focuses on the dagger, slowing its momentum, stopping 

it a mere inch from his head. For a brief second, the dagger 
hovers there, then -- 


-~ the dagger starts to spin, slowly working its way back 
towards Mr. Book. 


Mr. Book, realizing that the tables have been turned on him, 
clenches his fists, concentrating even harder -- 


-- but the dagger is inexorably picking up speed. And as the 
Gagger rockets towards Mr. Book, his eyes grow wide with fear 
-~ THUNK! 


INSIDE MR. BOOK'S HEAD -- as the dagger penetrates the 
cranium, slicing the insect-creature within neatly in two. 


MR. BOOK -- his body spasming violently, his limbs SNAPPING 
and TWISTING. He looks like a marionette now -- puppet limbs 
hopelessly entangled -- his dead body floats as if in zero 
gravity -- hovering. 

A SILENCE comes over everything. 

Murdoch descends. 


Behind him the big clock has flowered out of the rooftop like 
an impossible night-bloon. 


188 EXT. ROOFTOP - NIGHT 188 
All the Strangers look up at Mr. Book ~- quite still. 


nd 


Murdoch looks around at the Strangers. They understand that 
he is no longer theirs to control ~~ and neither is the city. 
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CONTINUED: 


One by one the Strangers scurry back into the shadows like 
silverfish retreating from a bright light. 


Murdoch goes to Schreber who stands to face him. Schreber 
has something like a smile on his face as he glances at -- 


THE BIG CLOCK 
which slants lopsidedly out of the roof. 


Murdoch starts towards it. The large metallic scissor-switch 
we saw at the very start GLINTS at the back of the clock. 
Murdoch looks at Schreber, understands it's up to him to 
reactivate everything. 


Murdoch grips the switch -- THRUSTS IT DOWN. The clock's 
hands starts to turn once more -- TICK, TICK, TICK. 


189 EXT. MOVIE THEATER ("THE FREMONT”) - NIGHT 


Emma jolts awake -- she had dozed, sitting in the cramped box 
office booth. She looks rather unhappy. ZERO IN on her 
name-tag. It says: ANNA. 


She now looks up at a wall clock -- ticking softly -- 
realizes it's time to go home. She steps from the booth, puts 
on her coat, turns off the marquee lights. 


190 INT. BUS ~- SAME 

The door opens and Emma (Anna) climbs aboard, clutching a 
suitcase. She's dressed differently now -=- a coat on. Emma 
moves down the aisle -- bumps into someone seated there -- 


EMMA 
Pardon me -- 


it's Uncle Kar). He smiles politely, tips his hat, but 
obviously doesn't recognize her. He stands, offering Emma 
his seat -- 


EMMA 
(smiling) 
Thank-you. 
191 EXT. BUS STOP - BAME 


Dr. Schreber sits, holding his black bag, watching the bus 
pull away. He still has that strange smile on his face. 


As the bus pulls away. we see its destination: SHELL BEACH. 
cut TO: 
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192 EXT. THE LAST BUILDING - NIGHT 192 


Murdoch has returned here. He goes inside, starts up that 
staircase purposefully. 


193 INT. LONG CORRIDOR - NIGHT 193 


MURDOCH moves towards that last door, down that final 
corridor. The SOUND of DISTANT SURF beyond the door. 


That strange electrical humming fills the air once again -~ 
the sound of Tuning -- but now Murdoch’s mind controls the 
machines below the city as had Mr. Book -- 


MURDOCH == his haggard face moves through the gloom. 


He is creating... 


VOICE (0.S.) 
John. 


Murdoch turns. Mr. Hand is approaching him. 


MR. HAND 
Been waiting for you, yes. 
(an apprehensive look) 
What are you doing? 


MURDOCH 
Just changing a few things around 
here, that's all. 


MR. HAND 
Are we quite sure -- that's what 
we want? 


MURDOCH 
I‘m willing to take my chances. 


He starts toward the door again -- but Mr. Hand reaches out 
to stop hin. 


Murdoch sees the Stranger’s hand is shaking terribly -- his 
entire body SPASMS briefly. 


MR. HAND 
I’m dying. Your imprint is not 
=@- agreeable -- with my kind. 
But I had to know what it’s like 
~- know how you feel -- 
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MURDOCH 
(correcting him, 
angry) 
You know how I was supposed to 
feel. That person isn't me. It 
never was. 
(beat) 
But you'll never understand that, 
will you? You wanted to learn 
what made us human, but you'll 
never find it up here -- 
(tapping his 
forehead) 
You went looking for it in the 
wrong place. 


He turns again to go. 


MR. HAND 
You need us, John, just as we 
need you. 
(beat) 
You need us! You exist because 
of us! 


No he doesn't. Murdoch doesn't even look back. He's fixated 
on that final door. 


194 INT. UNDERWORLD - MACHINERY - SAME 194 
Beneath the shattered ceiling of the chamber, the great pit 
GLOWS as VAST MACHINERY COMES TO LIFE -- turbines spin, gears 
GRIND, valves turn, opening -- 
194A PIPES 194A 
begin to spew millions of gallons of sea water up through the 
bowels of the city -- surging upwards through soil and 
foundations, rushing into sewage tunnels -- 
CuT TO: 
195 EXT. SPACE ~ SAME j 195 


We hover high above the mushroom shape of the city, as it 
starts to TURN, re-orienting itself -- and now we see -- 


A NEARBY STAR . 


previously blocked from view by the underbelly of the city. 


For the first time in an eternity, the beams of the star 
creep slowly across the city's dark side -- 
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196 INT. LONG CORRIDOR - SAME 196 


Murdoch reaches the door, opens it -- and SUNLIGHT BURSTS 
THROUGH. No longer a painted wall: 


THE OCEAN 
Over the horizon THE SUN IS RISING. 
MURDOCH'S FACE 


A sharp line of light cuts across his features, as his eyes 
blink and water. The wind pulls at his messy hair. SURF 
NOISE is louder now. He can taste the salt spray. 


197 EXT. PIER - DAY 197 


OUTSIDE looking through the door, a long wooden pier juts out 
into a blue seascape. At the end of the pier stands A WOMAN. 
She looks out at the ocean, her back turned. 


MURDOCH -- in the open doorway, squints into the ‘sun. He 
steps forward briskly -- he knows exactly what to do now. 


MR. HAND 


He's trying to edge down the corridor to the open door but 
the sunlight drives him back into the shadows. FOLLOW MURDOCH 
-- moving down the pier. As Murdoch steps up to the woman, 
she turns and smiles. It's Emma (Anna). 


EMMA 
(indicates the sea) 
It's so beautiful here -- 
(looks up at the sky) 


So -- bright. 


Murdoch nods slowly, looking at her. He's out of place in 
his crumpled suit. He stares out at the ocean. SEAGULLS fly 
over. SUN reflects off waves. 


MURDOCH 
Do you know if Shell Beach is 
near here? 


. EMMA 
(she points) 
That's it over there -- 


Murdoch looks out across the bay and sees an idyllic town in 
the sunlight. 


EMMA 
I was just on my way. Would you 
like to join me? 
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Murdoch smiles at her, nods. Together, the two of them head 
down the pier, towards the town. 


EMMA 
I'm Anna, by the way. What's 
Your name? 
MURDOCH 
John -- John Murdoch. 
FADE TO BLACK 
CREDITS 
THE END 


